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ceived from Vour 
Ro TAL HIou- 
NE SS, in being 

permitted to read this play to 
8 A 3 you 


* 


7% 
= 


5 give * ſome pleaſure in fi- 


ap * 


e Diidication.” FR 


you ets it Was acted, made 


me more happy than any o- 
ther ſucceſs that could have 
happen d to me. If it had 
the good fortune to gain Vour 
RorAL Hicnnzss's appro- 
bation, I have been often re- 
flecting to what to impute it, 
and I think, it and * 
ble, the rewarding virtue, 400 
the relieving the diſtreſſed: 

For that could not fail to 


W Cion, 


The Dedication 


Qion, which, it is plain, gives 
you the greateſt in reality; or 


Fele Your Ro vA. H 1 61s 


NESS would not (as you al- 
ways have done) make it your 
daily practice. 


Jam, 
ADAM. u 
e Regal Hale. ws cal 
M moſt duiful 180 
and . humbly devoted, Servant, 


John Gay 


PROLOGU B: 
Spoken by Me, WILKS. 


I Wiſh ſome author, careleſs of Sadie ( | BL) 
Would without formal prologue riſque the town. 
For what is told you by this uſeleſs ditty ? 
Only that tragedy ſhould move your pity : 

That when you ſee theatric heroes ſhown, 

. Their virtues you ſhould frive to wake your on. 

What gain we by this ſolemn way of teaching? 

Our precepts mend Jour hoes nh mrs Plan preaching. 

_ Since then our:- Bad geclines this beaten path ; 
What if we laſb'd the criticks into wrath? 


Poets fhould ac er be dronesg mean, harmigſi things ; 
But guard, like bees, their labours by rbeir ſlings. 
That mortal ſure muſt all ambition ſmother, 

Who dares not hurt one man to pleaſe anather. 
bat, int a joke That's but a meer pretence : 

He ſhows moſt wit who gives the moſt offence. 


- PROLOGUE 
Il ee 
A inen, Met; We 


He knows he's at the Bar, and muſt ſubmit z 
For ev'ry man is born a judge of wit. 


ad * 
- wy af 
ol 
4 
- = 


You firft enquire the hand, and then detide : 
Net judge him not before the curtain draws, 
Left a fair hearing ſpould reverſe the cauſe. 


How can you em Plays are like paintings 75 
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; Spoken by Mrs. 0¹ DFTELD.” 


* HAL 4 authdrs tedze the town with tragic os 
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Wiew a we de more * ins things 6 in e ſaſbion ? * BE 
nr” Let poets quite exhauſt the Muſe's treaſure ; 
Sure Maſquerades muſt give more feeling pleaſure, 5 
Where we meet finer ſenſe and better meaſure; 
The marry'd Dame, — buſineſs muſt be done, 
Puts on the holy veſtments of a Nun; 8 
And brings her unprolifick ſpouſe a Jon. 
Coquettes, with whom no lover could ſucceed, 
Here pay off all arrears, and: love in — deed: + 
Ev'n conſcious Prudes are h ſincere and free, 
They ask each man they meet do you —__ me? 
Do not our Operas unhind the mind, 
Where ev'ry ſoul s to,ecftaſie refind? 
Entranc'd with ſound'fits each ſeraphic 7 baff. 
All Ladies love the play that. moves the moſt. 
Evi in this houſe Poe known ſome tender fair, 
Touch'd with meer ſenſe alone, confeſs a tear. 
| But the ſoft voice of an Italian weather, 
= Makes them all languiſh three whole hours together. 
* And where's the wonder ? Plays, lite Maſs, are ſung, 
(Religious Drama)! — in an unknown tongue. 
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Will 
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iin Potts mer confider what they cofb u C 
What tragedy can take, ike Door Fauſtus? © | 
Two ftages in this moral ſhow excell, 

To frighten vicious youth with ſcenes of hell; 
Net both theſe Fauſtuſes can warn but ferv. 
For what's a Conj'rer's fate to me or — you ? 
Zet there are wives who think heav'n worth their rare, 
But firſt they kindly ſend their ſpouſes there. 
When you my lover's laſt diſtreſs behold, 
Does not each busband's thrilling blood run cold? * 
Some heroes only dye. Ours finds a wife. 
What's harder than captivity for be? += 


Yet Men, ne'er warn d, ſtill court their own utdoing : 
| A bo, for that circle, would but venture ruin? | 


1 Dramatis 


Mr. "7 
Mr. Williams. 
Orbaſius, Mr. Bridgewater, 


Mrs. Porter. 
$. Campbell. 
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5 I. SCENE * _— 


Hydarnes. Conſpirators. 
i ca 8 4 
SAIF 8 night near ſpent?!” 1 A = 


24 Conſp. "Tis yet the dead of nigh, "7 
And 9557 a glimm' ting ray pe yon 


ail 75 


A 168 2 
72 . - 3. 
\ VI \ - 
222 SEN 2 
325 — 
b 0 LY 4 


+ Fore-runs the morning s dawn. 
uf Con/p. Thus far w'are ſafe. 


24 Gi Silence ad Sleep ede the Palace 


I Fy: Coe. Succeſs is now beute £ 4 
24 Confs. Are all aſſembled ? _ 7 
'T/# Conſp. Our number's not compleat. 
24 Con /p. What, not yet come 2 ; 
Thoſe two were over-zcalous. It looks ill. 4 
1 Conſp. Why fear * * their lr I know | 


them brave. 
They'll = 


. * ; . b © 
d 2 : 2-0 
5 ' 
G 2 


1 
* * * * 7 - * - 
CY wo" \ 1 , + 
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=_ Th 1 FIX be with us and partake our glory, 
* hey What mean theſe ne. * 
= 1 Confp. If miſtruſt divide us, \ 
—_ Our enterprize is foil'd, and we are loſt. 
—_ -- Hd. Wy yengefal- heart n for che glorious 


3 And m chirſt quickens foe Phraortes blood. 
_ Why ſtops the lazy night? —O morning, riſes; |, 
Quali up the drowly Prieſts to the day's task; 


1 The to day the holy hill aſcends, 

1 And p _ falls before the riſing ſun. 1 

1 — pry The ſun ſhall riſe, but riſe to him no more. 
Por as he paſſes from the royal chamber 


This ſtrikes him home. 
24 Conſp. Let each man give him dea 
We cannot be too ſure. 


4 85 
* 


Hyd. Revenge is min. "4 
By him my 1 her fell, by bin my . | ar 
They fail'd, they periſh'd i in the 4 deſign: s 


: Succeſs and vengeance are reſery'd for me. 
My father led the Median hoſts to battle, 
And all the hoſts of Meuia ſung his triumphs. 
1½ Conſp. The people's hearts weir: his. 
Hyd. The people ſaw ; 
His royal virtues. He o pleaſe his > (ORE. 
Grafp'd: at the ſceptre kid ich Phygortes holds. 
For this he ſuffer d ignominious deat: 
His houſe was raz'dz" my brave, unhappy brother 
Fell in his ruin; I alone eſcap'd; : 
Ins baniſhment I've Ggh'd whole years away, P 
Unknown, forgot. — But now, even in his bs, 
Now, while he leads the Perſian Princes captive, 
And overflows whole nations with his Jamal 4 
I'll ſtab him to the heart. " a 


993 2d Comp. What ſound was that? 1 | At 
1f 134 Lights paſs” a-croſs rhe ops, til vn . 
More to he King! $ apartment... Sleep 0 4e, 14 


2 * 


5 
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And all the palace lives; e deem 7 hits. 
24 Conſp. Huſh! hark again! . e of 
1f Conſp. The ecchoes of the night | | 

Catch ev'ry whiſper.” | © 
- 24 Conſp, Some have overheard us. 

I Conſp. It muſt be e. Tbe guards have took 
th' alarm. 

Our Lives, (What's worſe) our enterprize is loſt !.,, 
24 Conſp. Retreat, my * let us reſerye- | 

ourſelves vB 

For ſome more proſp'rots hour: e 

Hyd. Vou raiſe up phantoms, . 

Then ſtart at them your ſelves. ** fickly qualm 

Has wak ' d the King too ſoon: Hence ſpring your fears, 

Hence grow this mean „ Are theſe * 

> * boaſls? 

Danger but whers the edge of TR Wu 

And at each noiſe I graſp my dagger faſter. 

s every thing diſpos d to give th' alm 

wong the Perfian captives? tn of freedom 

ill arm them on our ſide. . 

, Conſp. Were the blow fuck, 

The reſt would follow. r. * 0 
Hyd. See a gleam of ligt 

Darts from the King's apartment. Man your heart, ' 

Be firm, be ready. Let not tremblin * * 
iſguide your aims let ev'ry wound be mortal. 

J FC Conf. This way and that How. danger "_ 

near us. 

ere ſnall we ay? The tread of nimble feet 

Hurries from room to room, and all che Palace 

Swarms as at noon. Po 
2d. Conſp. Let us conſult our "lafery:» * 
1/ Conſp. To ſtay and to be taken is , 95 

And what's deſpair? but poor, mean 3 : 


N . P 


4 Hye mm caution heroes are preſerv'd 1 
fer rious enterprize, and aughty kingdoms | W 
Are mY m the wr 55 D ene 
01 1 7 , 


% * ; » 
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Hyd. Withdraw. your ſelves. wet 
Be ſill and liſten. Theſe will beſt e "IB c 
If ſtill it may be done 3 or if the blow N. 0 
Muſt be deferr'd. 1 huſh, they come upon „ „ 


LAS LIN... OE Lied ad. Dar a cod. and.ac [ks PP" 1 — " 


mw MR 


SCENE IL. 


Orbafins, 1 at one door, r Magi at the 
. other, ſervants with lights. Hydarnes and 
Conſpirators Iiſining. 


EY hence come ye, rev read Fathers why theſe 
Of terror and amaze ? why 
As if the ſtrides. of Death Ralk'd o ole Ebene you? 

1// Mag. The King ev'n at this ſolemn beer of 


nl HOES 


ye hack 


1 os AMS 25 * L 
t privately 40 us to ng. | 
Te Gods reſerve him J git: E 
Ara. fig will confuion ?. BY a | a 
In ev'ry paſſin " read 7 dd. Le 
Ff! People croſſing the glg. T. 

And haggard fear. Has Goknelleiz's the King, 
And groans he with the latedt pang of dent Gt 
Speak forth your terrem. Se 

24 Mag. el Abs 

 Orba; Tellus the cauſe. If violence or zreachery, 
Our duty bids us interptiſe our lives Th 
a 8 the King and death. O Heav' n,defead him im! Th 
17 difturb'd by viſionary d N 
Bad beser dene ſtand before him. ( 
Me ſtood before the King; and Ie trembled - 
While he declar'd his dream; and thus 1 1 pots... 4 Caj 
© O may che great :Pbrapries live for eder! Of 
© Aveic the die of the' dream ! "He 
© This night the Gods have warn'd thee robeware But 
Of treaſdna, ripe for executions Kn, 
© Aſſaſſination lurks within the palace, __ 6 


© And murder graſp the — for the blow. Ane 


The CAPFIVES. 

6 ee e his ſteps beyond his ebamber 
I ſee him bleed ! I hear his dying groan! - 
- i © Obey the voice of Heav'n. wn 
2 24 Mag. The King is wiſez 4 
And therefore to the will of Heay'n aſſented; 
Nor will he truſt his life, a nation's ſafety, | 
From out the royal chamber. See the dawn | 
Breaks in the Eaſt, and calls us to devotion: © - 


—_— 


_— — E 


SCENE M. 


Hyd. Let's quit the palace while retreat is ſafe. 
The deed muſt be deferr'd. Revenge, be calm. 
This day is his, ro-morrow ſhall be ours. Modis 

[Ex. Conſpirators on one fide. Enter guards on the other. 

. Orba. See that each centinel is on ftri& watch. 
Let all the Guards be doubled; bar the gates, 
ze. That not a man paſs forth without obſervance. _ 
D E=. @ party of Suldiers. 
Go you; and with the utmoſt vigilance © 
Search ev'ry room; for treaſdn lyes in wait. 
[Ex. a party of Soldiers. 


Think Media is in danger; and remember 
That he who takes a traytor, ſaves the King. 
55 : | ae; 5 8. Soldiers. 
Orba. Whence can theſe dangers threaten? - 
Ara. From the Perſians. | | 
Captivity's a yoke that gall the ſhoulders | 
Of new-made ſlaves, and makes them bold and reſty. 
He that is born in chains may tamely bear them,; 
But he that once bas breath'd the air of freedom, 
Knows life is nothing when depriv'd of that. 
Our lord the King has made'a people ſlaves, _ 
And ev'ry ſlave is n rebellious. © 
D 3. k 


It is not Man; but tis the Gods he fears. [Ex. Magi. 


Orbaſius. Araxes. [Confpir ators apart.] 


Ara. Divide your ſelves this inſtant o'er the palace. 


Ly 
4 
. 


7 


_ Sophernes fought amidſt a hoſt of foes, 
Diſddaining to ſurvive his country's fate. 


Pbrauries interpos d his ſhield, and fav'd him. 
And canſt thou think this brave, this gen'rous Prince 
Would ſtab the man to whom he owes his life? 


And 'tis worth ſtrug 


E laws are we AN; an it with death. 


Behold a ſlave oblig'd by gratitude 


| If tis a crime to be unfortunate 
I well deſerve this uſage. 


5s. The CAPTIV BY 


I fear the Perfian b nd Hears on Tad 
Orba. You injure him * 


I know him, have convers'd with bim whole days, 
And ev'ry day I ſtronger grew in virtue. 
Load not th' unhappy with unjuſt ſuſpicion ; 
Adverſity ne er ſhakes the heart of honour: 
He who is found a villian, in Nr 
Was never virtuous. 7 
Ara. Who ſuſpects his virtue? T7 
"Tis not diſhoneſt to demand our right 3 ? 
And freedom is the property of man. 
Orba. That glorious day when Perſia was ſubd, 


AY HH A A WH = A rw 


When the whole torrent of the war ruſh'd on, 


Ara. Whoever is, muſt feel himſelf, a ſlave. 

gling to ſhake off his chains. 
Orba. But gratitude has cool'd his ſoul to patience. 

Ipgratitude s a crime the Perſians hate; 


Fi * ) _ 9 Y 4 4 * a tw 
4 


* "SCENE W. 
| Guards with Sophernes. Orbaſius. Araxes. 
Ara. Behold, Orbafius ; have I wrong'd your friend? ? 


—— — —_ 


* oh. 
„ * - v - 


To wear his chains with patience! This is he | 
Phraortes honours with his royal favours ! 
This is the man that I accus'd unjuſtly! 
Soldiers, advance, and bring the priſoner near us. 
Soph. Why am I thus inſulted? why this force? 


: 


MgpSMY YI HSI e 2 


Y 


* 


Ara; 'Tis our wes W 50 * 75 i 1 


N 


The CAPTIVES. 2 
If you are innocent, let juſtice clear ou... _ 
Orbaſius, to your charge I leave the Prince 
* Mean while I'll ſearch the palace. On this inſtant 
Perhaps the ſafety of the King depends, | 
Come, ſoldiers, there are others to be taken, 
Mine be that care, I'll bring them face to face, 
When each man conſcious of the other's crime 
Shall in his guilty look confeſs his own. | 
Guard him with ſtrictneſs, as you prize your life. 
Lan Araxes and ſome (evarde. 


— 


— th. 


218. EN n eee | 
Orbaſius. Sophernes. 24 00 9 
 Orba, Keep off a while, and leave us to. our ſelves. - 
[Guards retire to the back part of the Hage. 
I own, I think. this raſh ſuſpicion wrongs, ou; 
For murder is the mean rene of cowndy 
And you are brave. | 1 
Y Soph. By whom am! accusd? ew . 
Let bim ſtand forth. Of murder, murder 6 X Ph | 
Bear I the marks of an abandon'd wretch 27 


Ho little man can ſearch the heart of man! 
— Orba. Our Prieſts are train'd up ſpies by education, 
They pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate, - 
And then by way of prophecy reveal them; 
s. WM 'Tis by ſuch artifice they govern Kings. 
42M The laſt night's rumour of conſpiracy 75 
Form'd the King's dream, and from that very rumour: 
They venture to ſpeak out, what we but whiſper'd. 
Twas they that call'd us to this early watch, 
T was they inform'd us that aſſaſſination 
Lies hid, cy'n now, within the palace walls. 
And we but execute the King! $ command + _ 
In ſeizing all we fing. ey 
Sopb. It is your duty, 
Ang I ſubmit, ou cannot be too watchful 


111 88 : Ba. 
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—_ TH CAPTIVES. ; 
Bs To 3 the liſe of ſuch a worthy prince. 7 41 


I faw his proweſs in the rage of batte ß, | 
1 I found his mercy in the fluſh of 8 ] 
= Do not I ſhare his palace, chough a captive? Kt 


What can ſer limits to his gen'rous ſou), | 

A Or cloſe his lib'ral hand? Am I a viper 
= To Ng the Woe e Farms ve fo I bent 
4 | 93 Why is power: given into the hibdy of 
"is 2 85 
13 But 3. virtue and protect it : 

| Af chen Phraortes loves and honours you. 
_ | Why ſeek you thus to nouriſh your misfortunes 
i With midnight walks and penſive folitude? / 
4 | Soph. To loſe the pomp and glories of a crown, ! 
Is not a circumſtance fo ſoon forgot! 4 
But 1 have humbled me to this afliftion, = 
To lead the flower of Perſa forth to battel 

And meet with overthrow and foul n 

Is no ſuch trifle-in a ſoldier's breaſt! | 

But I ſubmit; for 'tis the will of Heaven. 

To ſee a father bleed amidſt the ori 

Muft touch the heart of filial we | 

Why was his lot not mine? | was * | 

To fee my brave, but now — people 

Bow down their necks in ſhameful ſervitude, 

Is not a ſpectacſe of flight compaſſioo. 
All theſe calamities I have ſubdu e. I 
But my dear wife! Cylene / hr 

Orba. Still there's hope. 

Can you ſupport the load of real ills, 

And fink beneath imaginary ſorrows? | 

9 ſhe ftill may lie. 

Soph. Had T that hope, Th os 

*'Twou'd"baniſh from my heart all other cares. 

Perhaps ſhe ftill may live! no: tis impoſſible.” 

When ſtorms of arrows clatter'd on our ſhields, * 

Love arm'd her breaſt, and where [ led the, dolles d, 


Then Vict'ry broke our ranks, an le a . 
9 | ore 


2 2250 


x, 
1; 
41 
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ore 


Where my Cylene mourns her bitter bondage. 
51 


{ 


WeC4 PP FPPS 4 
Bore my Cyleng from my ſight for ever. n 
But ay, ſne did Rabies? that fatal day; 1 
Was ſhe not then the ſpoil of ſome rude ſoldier, 
W hoſe blood was riorous and hot with conqueſt? 
— Who can gaze on her beauty and reſiſt ir! 
Methinks I fee her now, ev'n now before me, 
The hand of Luft is tangled in her hair 
And drags her to his arms: 
I fee her ſnatch rhe dagger from his grafp i 
And reſolutely plunge it in her boſom. 7 
I Yer think ſhe 'may have ſound a milder 
are. 
All ſoldiers are not of that ſavage temper 
May ſhe not chance to be ſome brave man's captive? 
And Valour ever lov'd ro ſhield Diſtreſs. 
Soph. Can I think thus? I cannot be fo happy. 
. Orb. Is ſtill the King a ſtranger to this ſorrow | 
That day and night lies rankling in your breaſt? _. 
Soph. A grateful heart is all Pve left to pay him. 


Phraortes is as liberal as Heaven, 


And daily pours new benefits upon me. 
Laſt night he led me to the royal garden, 
(His talk all bent to ſoften my misfortunes). 
Like a fond friend he grew inquiſitive, 
And drew the ſtory from me. | 
Orba. All his heart uy! 5 
Is turn d to your relief. What further happen'd ? 
Soph. The King was mov'd, and ſtrait Ea forth 
commands S N hs | 
Thar all the female captives of his triumph | 
Should ſtand before his preſence. Thos (fays he) 5 a 
Unhappy Prince, I may retrieve your peace, | 
And give Cylene to your arms again. | 
O ſource of light ! O Sun, whoſe piercing exe 
Views all below on earth, in ſea or air; 
Who at one glance can comprehend the globe, 7 
Who. ev'ry where art preſent, point me out 


- 


a N | ” | 
w The CAPTIVES, 
If the yet live! ea 
Orba. Why will you fear the worſt? 
Why ſeek you to anticipate misfortune ? | 
The King commands. Obedience on ſwift wing 
= Flies through his whole dominions to redreſs you; 
From hence you ſoon will learn what chance befell 
her. 15 
Tis ſoon enough to feel our adverſe fortune | 
When there's no room for hope. This laſt diſtreſs 
I know muſt move the King to tend'reſt pity. 
_ Soph. He dwelt on ety, little circumſtance, 
And as I talk'd, he figh'd. 
Orba. It reach'd his heart. 
= A tale of love is fuel to a lover. 
q  Phraortes dotes with ſuch exceſs of fondneſs, 7 
All his purſuits are loſt in that of love. | 
 Afarbe ſuffers him to hold the ſceptre, 
But ſhe directs his hand which way to point. 
The King's decrees were firm and. abſolute, 
Not the whole earth's confederate powers could 
ſnake em; 5 
But now a frown, a ſmile from fair 4/arbe 
1 Renders them light as air. 
1% t Soph. If you have lov'd, 
3 © You cannot think this ſtrange. 


Orba. Yet this ſame woman, 
To whom the King has given up all himſelf, N 
Can ſcarce prevail upon her haughty temper | 
To ſhow diſſembled love. She loves his power, 
She loves his treaſures; but ſhe loaths his perſon: 
Thus ev'ry day he buys diſſimulation. ( 
W hene'er a woman knows you in her power, 
She never fails to uſe it. n f 
Soph. That's a ſure proof | _ | | | 
Of cold indifference and fixt diſlike. wm” ] 
In love both parties have the power to govern, 
|h Bur neither claims it. Love is all compliance. 
Aarbe ſeem'd to me of gentleſt manners, 


11d 
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A tender ſoftneſs languiſh'd in her eyes, 
Her voice, her words beſpoke an eaſy temper. 
thought I ſcarce had ever ſeen till then 


Such beauty and humility together. 


_ Orba. How beauty can mii lead and cheat our rea- 
ſon! 
The Queen knows all the ways to uſe her charms 
In their full force, and Media frels their power. 
W hoever dares diſpute her hourly will, 
Wakens a buſy fury in her boſom. 
Sure, never love exerted greater ſway 
For her he breaks through all the regal cuſtoms, 
For ſhe is not confin'd like former 33 
But with controuling power enjoys full freedom. 
I am to blame, to talk upon this ſubject. © 
Soph. My innocence had made me quite forget 
That I'm your priſoner. Load me with diſtreſſes, 
They better ſuit my ſtate. I've loſt my kingdom, 
A palace ill befits me. I'm a caprive, 3 
And 2 ſhould wear chains. My fellow ſol- 
iers | 
Now pine in dungeons, and are gall'd with irons, 
And I the cauſe of all! Why live I thus 
Amidſt the pomp and honours of a court? 
Why breathe I morn and ev'n in fragrant bowers? 


Why am I ſuffer'd to behold the day 


For I am loſt to ev'ry ſenſe of pleaſure. 

Give me a dungeon, give me chains and darkneſs; 

Nor 8 nor fragrant bowers, nor air, nor day- 

ight | 

Give me one glimpſe of joy O loſt Cylene/ 
Orba. Mistortunes are the common lot of man, 

And each man has his ſhare of diff tent kinds: 

He who has learnt to bear them beſt is happieſt. 

But ſee Araxes comes with guards and . e 


— 
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As thinking him the man that 
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SCENE vi. 


Orbaſius. Sophernes. Araxes Hydarnes. Con- 


ſpirators, with guards. 
Arax. Behold your leader. Where are now your 
"oh $ | [To the Conſpirators. 
Of murd'ring Kings and over-turning nations? 
Sec with what ftedfaft eyes _y gaze upon him, 
as betray'd them. 
ngry Suſpicion frowns on ev'ry brow, 
hey know their guilt, and each miſtruſts the other. 
We ſeiz'd them in th' attempt to make eſcape, 
All arm'd, all deſperate, all of them unknown, 
And ev'ry one is obſtinately dumb. [2 Orbas. 
1 * Ne, ſpeak. now you that priſoner 
agen | 


Ay. view him well. Confeſs, and merit grace. 
What, not a word! Will you accept of life? 


[To Hyd. 


| Speak, and tis granted. Tortures ſhall compel you. 
Will yon, or you, or you, or any of you? 


What, all reſolv'd on death! Bring forth the chains. 
i | . [Exit Soldier. 
Orba. Be not too rath, nor treat the Prince too 
roughly. | Ky. 
He may be innocent. 
Arax. You are too partial. 


I know my duty. Jaſtice rreats alike 
- Thoſe who alike offend, without regard 


To dignity or office. Bring the chains. | 
| [ Enter Soldiers with chains. 
Orba. This over- zeal perhaps may give offence, 
The Prince is treated like no common flave. 
Phraortss ftrives to leſſen his afliftion, 
Nor would he add a ſigh to his diſtreſſes : 
Fftarbe too will talk to him whole hours 
With all the tender manners of her ſex, | 


To 


Fs, 


0 


I'll be his guard. 


1 
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To ſhorten the tedious days of bondage. 
y life ſhall anſwer for him, 
Ara. My life mult anſwer for him, He's my 
charge, 4 1 f 
And this is not a time for courteſy. ' "2 
Are you ſtill reſolute and bent on death? i 
| | [ To the Gonſpirators, _— 
Once more I offer mercy. When the torture IM 
Cracks all your ſine ws and wy youre your bones, 
And death grins on you arm'd with all his terrors, . _—_ 
"Twill looſe your ſtubborn tongue. Know ye this | 
man? 
Hd. We know him not; nor why we wear theſe 
chains. f 
We ask no mercy, but appeal to juſtice. 
Now you know all we know lead to our dun- 
cons, [Ex. Hyd. and Conſpirators guarded. 4 
Orba. How have you wrong'd the Prince! theſe | 
ſhameful irons | 
Should not diſgrace the hands of innocence, 1 
Let's ſet him free. 
Ara. This is all artifice, 
To let their leader ſcape. Guards, take him hence, 
And let him be confin'd till further orders. 
Soph. Who ſhall plead for me in a forcign land! 
My words will find no faith; for I'm a ftran- 


ger : 82 
And who holds friendſhip with adverſity? 
So Fate may do its worſt. I'm tir'd of life. 
[Exit guarded. 


SCENE vn. 
Araxes. Orbaſius. 


Ara. T've done my duty, and I've done no more. 
Why wear you that concern upon your brow? 
It misbecomes you in this time of joy. 


Strait 
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Strait let us to the King, and learn his pleaſure, 
Juſtice is ours, but mercy's lodg'd in him. 
Orba. I never can believe the Prince ſo vile 
To mix with common murderers and aſſaſſins. 
I think him virtuous, and I ſhare his ſuff rings. 
All generous ſouls muſt _ reluctance find, . 
In heaping ſorrows on th' afflicted mind. 


* 


[Exeunt. 


| Endof the Firſi At. 


Rr rrp, Aw e Xt & dil ct on.» 


ACT l. SCENE I. 
The Queen | Apartment. 
 Aftarbe. 


OW expectation can prolong an hour, 
And make it ſeem a day! a tedious day: 
What not yet come! the wonted hour is paſt. 
In vain I turn my eye from walk to walk, 
Sophernes is not there.—Here, every morn 
I watch his penſive ſteps along the garden, 
And gaze and wiſh. till I am loſt in love! | 
What not yet come! But hark! methinks I hear 
The 2 of feet! How my heart pants and 
utter 


No. Twas the wind that ſhook yon cypreſs 


. /DOURRE.. . 
Where arc my views of wealth, of power, of 7 2 
| | Ui ws 0 Riſes. 

They're blotted from my mind. I've loſt 2 

O love, thou haſt me all. My dreams, my 
thoughts, | | "tt 

My every wiſh is center'd in Sophernes. 

Hence, Shame, thou rigid tyrant of our ſex, 

I throw thee offt——and I'll avow my paſſion. 


Doraſpe. I can bear to think no longer. 


— 


SCENE 
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[ Sits again. 
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Is Majeſty all plac'd in outward ꝓpomp?ꝰ .- 
1s it * to have fuperior 4 ö 


Can I redreſs. you? can 1 calm your mind? 2 
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8 CE NE I. 


Doraſpe. Aſtarbe. A 
* w hy fits the Queen thug overcaſt with thought > 


And to excell in ſorrows and diſtreſſes? * 

Tis in your power to have ſuperior res 

And feel your ſelf a Queen. — 
As. This mighty | 

I know I do command, od him that rules it. 

That was a pleaſure once, but now' tis paſt! 

To you alone I have diſclos'd xx Ars heart. 

I know you faithful,” 


Der. Wikawnveitiany een 
Afi. Thou know'ſt, Doraſpe, amidſt all this power, 


That I'm a flave, the very worſt of ſlaves. I 1 
The yoke of bondage, and the dungeon's horrors : 
Are eaſy ſuff rings, if compar'd with mine. ' KW 
I] am confin'd to dwell with one J hate, $ 80 
Confin'd for life to ſuffer nauſeous love, _ | 
Like a poor mercenary proftiture,  '' Is 
His fondneſs is my torture. V1.2. F FT Pr 
Dor. Love is a pleaſure for inferior minds. TI 

5 Your lot is rais'd above that vulgar paſſion. Bu 
Ambition is the pleaſure of the great 
That fills the heart, and leaves no room for love. Te 


Think you're a Queen, enjoy pow pomp, your power,] 
Love is-the paradiſe of ſimple ſhe — herds. | 12 | 


You hold a ſceptre. 11055 2 In 
Aſt. O inſipid greatneſs :. N 21 An 
She who has never lov'd, has never r liv'd. | Suſ 
All other views are artificial pleaſures Th 
For ſluggiſh minds incapable of love. Ani 
My ſoul is form'd for this ſublimer paſlion : 1 


l heart is temper'd for the real joy; 
7 


I figh, 


er, 


gh, 


The CAPTIVES. 56 
f figh, I pant, I burn, I'm fick of love! + -* 
Yes, Media, 1 renounce thy purple honours. | Riſes: 
Farewell the pomp, the pageantry of ſtate,  — ' 
Farewell ambition, and the luſt of empire; 


I've now no paſſion, no defire but love. 


O may my eyes have power! — I ask no more; 
Where ſtays.Sophernes? Were he now before me, 
My tongue: ſhould own what oft my eyes have | 
For love has humbled pride. Why this intruſion? 
Who call'd you here anne my frailties / 
Away and leave me. 
Dor. T obey m . bits 
Aſt. Doraſpe, Excuſs this fiart bf paſſion, ; 
My mind is. torn with withes, doubts and 0m 
J bad forgot myſelf. — Should fortune frown, ' 
And tear the diadem from off my brow, -  -. 
Couldſt thow be follower of my adverſe domane? 
I think thou couldſt. | 
Dor. If I might give that proof, 1 
Without your ſufferings, I could wiſh the CIP 
So firm I know my heart. 
Aſs. Life, like the ſeaſonſn, i 
Is intermix'd with ſun-ſhine days and egen, 
Proſperity has many thouſand friends 
They ſwarm around us in our ſummer ho _— 
But vaniſh in the ſtorm. - | 
Dor. What means my Queen, 
To wound: her faithful ſervant with ſuſpi ene 
+ Aff. Whene'er my mind is vex'd — torn wih 
troubles, 
In thee I alway s find the balm of counſell: 
And can I chen miſtruſt rhee? No, Doraſpe, 
Suſpicion ne'er with-held a thought from thee, 
Thou know'ſt the cloſe receſſes of my heart: 
And now, ev'n now I fly to thee for comfort. 
Dor. How: oy ſoul longs to leara the Queen's 
commands! 
Aſt. When conqueſt over- power'd my father's le- 
J gion, | C We 


De EXPTIFESE 


1 18 
Hh We were made captives of the war together; 


1 Phraortes fave me, rais d me to his throne, 
x Heav'n knows with what reluftance I 


l 
For my hegrt loath d him. But O cure d ambition] 
I gave my ſelf a victim ta his love, 


To be a Queen, the outſide of a Queen. 
I then was, what I'm now, a wretch at heart! 


hen er was 1 ta hours of dallignce, 


All Media's glict'ring at my feet, 
To bu 2 to compliance. 
But what's ambition, glory, riches, empire? 
The wiſh of miſers, and o ps courtiers; 
My heart is filld with love. — Go, my Dora/pe, 
Enquire the cauſe that has detain'd Sonbernes 
2 | hoy his accuſtom'd walk. — I'm fix'd, determin'd, 
_—. . pars $aarefe00p — 9 
impatience wait thy 168 
"= Happy Sophernes / 
Af. If you chance to meet 
Talk of me to him, watch Hina vi hive een 
Let all you ſay be turn d to wake deſire; 
Prepare him for the happy interview, 
8 For my heart burſts; abd I muſt tell it all. 
| To what an abject ſtate am I reduc'd? 
. To proffer love! Was beauty given for this? 
"of Yes. Tis more gen'rous 1 *I — Kr 
- == What kneeling monarchs had im im be in vain. 
5 E N This — 2 eee loſt. 
1 ee be 53 E 
be r — —— 
8 2 E N E HI. 
8 1 Arbe. ven t 
Hare not caught che eyes of wondri ns, 
While warm deſite bas glow'd: on ev'ry. mts 


= Ev'n when I wore the e of ma 98 # 
Pp * * 
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Can he then gaze, inſenſible of beauty?! 
When ardent wiſhes ſpeak in ev'ry glance, 
When love and ſhame by turns in their full force, 
Now pale, now red, poſſeſi my guilty cheek, . 
When heaving breaſts, and ſighs, and kindling bluſhes 
Give the-moſt ſtrong aſſurance of conſent To 
In the convincing eloquence of love; 
Will he then want a proof that's leſs fingere? 
And muſt I ſpeak ? O love, direct my lips, 


And give me courage in that hour of WON 
— — | — — — ä—ͤ— — 1 
8 GENE IV. 
Dor. May the Queen never know a moment's 


ſorrow, - © | rank. 
Nor let my words offend !— the Prince Sophernes, 
Leagu'd with a crew of daring deſperate men, 
Had meditated to deſtroy Phraortes, 5 
And let looſe war and rapine o'er the land. 
nr Heav'n has made exp» er vain; 
And they now groan in dungeons. ' 
Af. Then a 2 A1 
And ev'ry pleaſing view of life is loſt. 
Was it confirm'd?- or was it only rumour ?. 
Dor. Araxes ſaid Sophernes was his priſoner. 
My haſte would not allow me further queſtion: 
And this is all I learnt. 572 | 
Aft. Have I not power? 
I have. © Why then, Ill give 


Sophernes freedom, , 


I'll give him life. — I think you nam'd Aranes; 


That man to me owes all his growth of fortune; 
And if I judge him right, he's very grateful. 


Tell him the Queen admits him to her * 

O Heaven! I thank thee for this bleſt . 1 25 
Did * F 
1 "+ 


8 Te GAPTITIV ES. 
| And ſure ſo ſtłong a proof muſt find return. 
With what exceſs of tranſport ſhall 1 go 
To ſead him forth from heavy chains and darkneſs 
Eg een and ern _ ce, een, a 


'S 


11 | vw. w 
* 


e e 
- Aftatbe. Doraſpe. Araxes. 


J Ara. All health attend the mighty Queen of Media. 
Af. I'm told, Araxes, that the Perſian Prince 

Hath join d in horrid league, and hath conſpir'd 

A The murther of my lord and king Phraorres. 

i Speak forth ; lay, what thou know'ſt. 

b „Ara. The hand of heaven 

Protects the King; and all the black deſign 

| Is ſhown in open daylight. The foul traitor 

Is taken in the ſnares of death he laid. | 

Sophernes is my charge. O baſe ingratitude, 

That he, whom the King honour'd next himſelf, 

That he, whom the King's wercy ſpar'd in battle, 

Should; mix with vile aſſaſſins! . * 

To puniſh the vaſt crime: 


ö Ab. Owns he the guilt? h 

. | with 2 With: the calmeſt 1 innocence, 
_- ith looks known Say: to 5 * 5 mW V 
4 He folemaledenytlits re, 152 1nd) 

—_— Aft Is be confin'd? - 


Ara. Yes, with the ſtricteſt 1 heavieſt 10m 
3 he priſon joini "g to the Queen's apartment 
dges the horrid crew in ſepꝰrate dungeons. . * 7 
Tp the King will mount the judgment-ſeaty 1 
And — ſhall be their portion. | iT 
Aſt. Is Sophernes 1. 
Stubborn and ſullen? made he e * 
J often have convers'd with that vile man, 
That hypocrite, whoſe talk was always honeſt. 
Yu wg have I been n l— Yet, ere hn Deere, 


With 


Is.) Aa an. 
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With ſecreſy I fain once more would ſee him 
Ara. | rn to obey my Queen's commands 
His priſon lies ſo cloſe to theſe apartments A" 
That unobſery'd I can conduct him hither.. | 5 
Aft. I know thee faithfull, and ne ready zeal. 
Shall always find reward. = 
Ara. * N 18 e., E 7 , Ty 


Aft. Now my deſign i is ripe for execution. 
Then let Doraſpe well conſult her heart, 


If ſhe will ſhare with me all change of — 0 
Dor. Doubt not your faithfull ſervant. I'm pre- 
par'd. 


I know, however heinous is his crime, 
Vour interceſſion always muſt prevail. 
His gratitude will kindle into 
And in poſſeſſion every wiſh be lot. 
Af. How little thou baſt div'd into my thoughts | 
My purpoſes are otherways determin'd. 
TI ſhake off bondage, and abandon empire 
For him diſrobe my ſelf of majeſty 
Then to my native ? Parthis will I fly 
With all my ſoul holds dear — my guide Sophernes. 
Dor. Let me not find my gracious Queen's diſ- 
pleaſure „ 6 
If I diſſent, and offer other counſel, 
W hy will you quit your crown? why fly from Media ? 
Does jealouſy reſtrain your liberty? 
Vour love, your empire, both are in your power. 
Aſt. Mine's not the common paſhon of our ſex, 
Which ev'ry day we can command at Pleaſure, | 
And ſhift and vary as occaſion offers. vi 
My loye is real and unchangeable, 


”  # 


Controuls my Nat, and nr abſolute; . 1 . * , 
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pes, words, ackiofis, are no more my own: 
ev'ry thought” $$ Spheres — Other women, 


| Who have he practiſe little arts 
To cheat a a a 


and delude his fondneſs, 
Neꝰ er knew the burning paſſion that I feel. 


Thoſe are the trifling wanton airs of women, 


All vanity, and only love in name. * 
No. _ She who loves, muſt give up all her ſelf; BY 
She ne'er can be content with a ſtol'n minute, 
Then paſs whole days and nights with him ſhe hates. 
Adviſe no further — for I am determin d. 

Dor. Araxes, with the Fenſion Prince! 

Aft, Retire. 2 


1 of . 
* ba - 
: 23 # U 4 . . 
\. = — 
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Aſtarbe. . ae 
It is not meet, while in the royal] preſence, 
Thar he ſhould wear cheſe i irons. PTake them off. 


Now letre me; aud wien end ee 


9 
8 
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'M SOENE vi. 


Be not farpriz'd chat 1 _ call'd you hithet, 

Moſt noble Prince, in this your hour of trouble; 

For I ev'n bear a part in your misfortunes. 

Who's your accuſer ?—whence thoſe ſharvefol chains? 
Soph. LE, charg'd with crimes of e. heinous 

- nar 1 4 

If 'vis Herv'n 's will to try me with Aicktens 

T will not, like 2 daſtard, fink beneath theth, 

But reſolutely ſtrive to ſtem the torrent. ; 

Not the dark*dungeon, nor the ſharpeſt tontute 


| Can ruffle the fweet calm of innocene. 
My chains are grievous, but in ye onſcience free. 


Ara. tet off the Chains: 
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4 I long have mark d ybur virtues yrs «Air 
them, 
Agiinſt a reſolute and ſteady mind | 
= tempeſt of affliftion beats in vain. + 
'When we behold the hero's manly ee : 
We feel his ſuff rings, and my tears have own'd 
That what you bore with courage rouch'd iy heart; 
Ani when eempaſſion bnee. has reach'd the mod; 

It ſpurs us on to Charity aud kindneſs, - | 
* me then which way to 82 your orrows 1 
Soph. The Queen is gracious ights in tiere 

M. I ſpeak with pl. greg of friendſhip. 
Friendſhip is free and open; and requires or 
Such diſtant hom: __ ———_—— duty. 


F that Fm a : I have forgot it; 
And all my t any re fax th ne.. 
Draw near me then, and as from friend te euch 


Let us diſcharge — hearts of all their cates: - 
Soph. How beautiful a virtue is compaſſion! 

It gives new grace to every chatm of woman: | 

When love 3 hide a tender foul; 

She looks, ſhe ſpeaks, all harmony divine. 
4}. Tell me, Sophernes, does not flay'ry's 10 

Gall more and more through ev'ry pace of fe? 

I am a ſlave; like you. Afi chough s Queen } 2 

Poſſeſt of all the richeſt gems of Meda, 

I know no 1 this diſtaſteful chought | 


Imbitters all my hours; the royal bed 98 N 
Is loathſome, and a ſtranger to dehght 
I'm made the drudge to ſerve ahother's pleaftre. 


O when ſhall I be free! take, take your empire, 
And give me and liberty again. 
Soph. The ſtrokes of fortune muſt be born wk 
puatience. 
. Aft. — have loſt eee 2-005 Ohve, me 
counſe 
Give nie tp lewis and aſiſh.a wrerch Br < 
C4 Wie 
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Who thirſts and pants for freedom. I 3 | 
Soph. Who ſeeks ſuccour | | 
From one whoſe hands are bound indouble i 1 
I am a ſlave, and captive of the war, - 
Accus'd of treaſon: and ingratitule, 
And muſt from hence go back to chains 10 darkneſs | 
But had I power, ſuch beauty might command it. 

Aſs. But I have power, and all my power i is thine. 

If I had arm'd my elf with reſolution 
To quit the pompous load of majeſty, 
4.0 fiy y far off from this deteſted empire, 

o ſeek repoſe within my native land, 1 
Wouldſt thou then be companion of i my a 
And ſhare in my diſtreſſes and my fortune: 

Soph. The Queen intends to try a wretched man 
Whether he'd break all hoſpitable laws, 
The ſtricteſt oaths and tyes of gratitude, 
Fo facrifice his honour to ſuch e. | 

hat can command all hearts. 


rr 


Af. Tell me directly, 
Wala thou accept of freedom on n theſe terms? 
Soph. How ſhall Lanſwer?? 
AR.” Is thy heart of ice? 41 
Or are my fe fe atures ſo contemptible an 2 
That thoy diſdain'ſt to fix thy eyes upon ane 
Can you receive this offer with ſuch coldneſs? 
I make it from my heart; my warm heart | 
Diſtruſt me not. What, not a word! no anſw — | 
Soph. O may the Queen excuſe her proſtrate ſervant, 
And urge no more a tryal too ſevere. . - 
Aft. 1471 means Sophernes ? Why this * 
oſture 
Tis: I ſhould kneel; "tis 1 that want compaſſion. 6 
[ Gives him her hand. 
Thou att unpractis d in the ways of women, 
To judge that I could trifle on this ſubject. 
Think how ſeyere à conflict 1 have — 
Is aver · rule ey'n nature and my ſex, 
Think 


- 


*. mi . 


— 
* 
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Think what confuſion riſes in my face © © 
To ask what (to be'ask'd) would kindle bluſhes = 
In eviry modeſt cheek! — where's ſhame? where's 
ride? 1 : 4 4 
Sete has ſubdu'd them. Women, IL o.,, 
Are vers'd in little frauds, and fly diffemblings :  - 
But can we rule the motions of the blood? | 
Theſe eyes, — this pulſe —theſe tremblings — thig 
confuſion © . er er a 
Make truth conſpicuous, and diſcloſe the ſoul. 
Think not I fly with man for his protection; 
For-only you I could renounce a kingdom, 
For you, ev'n in the wild and barren deſart 
Forget I was a Queen; ev'n then more happy 
Than ſeated on a throne. Say, wilt thou chuſe 
Or liberty, and life, and poor Aſtarbe, 
Or dungeons, chains, and ignominious'death! _ 
Soph. O how | ſtruggle in the ſnares of beauty! 
Thoſe eyes could warm pale elders to defire, 
I feel them at my heart; the feaver rages, 
And if I gaze again how ſhall I anſwer ! 
Af. How is my pride brought low! how vilely 
treated ! 2M 71 ** 
The worſt of ſcorn is cold deliberation. + 
Soph. e may be found. What, take me from 
her! | | | 
How can I go and leave my hopes for ever? 
Can Irenounce my love, my faith, my alls? 
Who can reſiſt thoſe eyes? —I go — I'm loſt! 
Cylene holds me back, and curbs defire. [Aids. 
Aft; Reſolve and anſwer me. For ſoon as night 
Favours our flight I'll gather up my treaſutes. . 
Prepare thee then, left death ſhould intercept thee, 


* 
- 


= 


And murder all my quiet. 

Soph. If in her Gght _ Wee 
I've favour found, the Queen will hear me ſpeak. 
How can my heart refuſe her? how obey her? 
Can I deny ſuch generous clemency ? * 


i 9 with all beauties ever found in woman? 


, 
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et think on my unhappy circumſtance; 
ve giv'h my word, the ſtricteſt tye of honour, 
ever to pals beyond my bounds preſcrib'd ; 
And ſhall | break my faith? Who holds ſociety 
With one who's branded with that infamy?. 
Did not Phraertes in the heat of battle | 
355 the keen {word that o'er me menac'd death?) 
not I ſhare his palace, and his friendſhip? 
Does he not ftrive by daily curteſies 
To baniſh all the bitter cares of bondage? 
And ſhall I ſeiſe and tear his tendreſt heart-ftring? 
Shall I conſpire to rob him of all peace? 
For pn, the, Queen hangs ev'ry earthly joy, 
His evygy pleaſure is compriz'd in you 4 } 
What virtue can refiſt ſich ſtrong temptation ? 
O raiſe not thus a tempeſt in my boſom ! | 
What ſhall I do? my ſoul abhors ingratitude. 
Should I conſent, you muſt deteſt and loath me, 
And I ſhould well deſerve theſe chains and death. 
Aſt Is this thy beſt return for proffer'd love? - 


ſe, all ye Furies, from th* infernal regions, 
And prompt me to ſome great, ſome glorious ven- 
Vengeance is in my power, and 1'll enjoy it. 

But 2 perhaps might awe his paſſion, 

And fear forbid him to reveal his wiſhes. F 
That could not be. I heard, I ſaw him ſcorn me; 


All his diſdainful words his eyes confirm'd, - 


Ungrateful man! Hence, traytor, from my fight.' 
Revenge be ready, Slighted love invokes thee. - 
all the injuries that rack the fo . 

ine is moſt exquiſite! Hence, 3 dungeon. 
Araxes / ll 


SCENE 


1 coldneſs, ſuch indifference, ſuch contempt! 2 
I 
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SCENE wm. 
Aſtarbe. Sophernes. Araxes. 


Take the villain from my preſence, 
His _— are black @ hell. FN — 
Leſt my heart melt and cool into compaiſione - 


His ſight offends me. Bind his Irons faſt. 
. — puts on his Hon: 


80: lead him hence; and let Dre know 
The Queen Plrivics her ena 


— — 


SCENE N. 
Aſtarbe. Doraſpe. 


Dor..-What's the Queen's pleaſure ? 8er ven de. 
vant ready. 
Why are your eyes thus fixt 1. — n che ground? 
Why that deep ſigh? and why theſe — 
This ſudden palencks, and theſe ſtarts of frenzy” 
You're fck at heart. ws 
A. Yes; I will be reveng' 
Dor. Lift up Four eyes, a and know me. Tis Do- 
ra 
AP. Look on mes tell me, ny beauty blighted? 
And ſhrunk at once into deformit _ 
Slighted ! deſpis'd ! my ehartns all ſet at noughe! 
Yes. I will be 4 ty Dura e,, 
I've met with fout contempt; and cold dis: 
And ſhall the wretch who gave me guilt and AL 
The wretch wh&'s conſcious of thy iffattiyy! ö 
Out-live that crime? he muſt: not, ry, fe ſhall 
nor. 
Dor. Let reaſon mitigate and quell this ſeaver; 
The ſafeſt, ſureſt, is the cool revenge. 


Raſh-anger, like the haſty ſeorpiow's fury; 
Torment and wounds * (elf. 


AP. 
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Af. It is in vain. 
The torrent ruſhes on; it ſwells, ferments, 
And ſtrongly bears away all oppoſition. 
What means that hurry in the antichamber ? 
* thoſe crowds ? _ 
a The King intends to mount the judgment 
Eto: ct dt 
And the conſpirators now wait their ſentence. 
Aft. Go tell Araxes (if with privacy 
He could conduct him) I would ſee their chief; 


The defp'rate inſtrument of this bold ſcheme z 
This inſtant z ere he ſtands before the Preſence. 


SCENE X. 
Revenge, I thank thee for this ready thought. 
Death now ſhall reach Sophernes, ſhamefull death; 


Thus will I ſatiate love. His death alone F 
Can raze him from my heart, and give me peace. 


—_— 


—_ * 


SCENE xl. 
Araxes condufts in Hydarnes, and retires. 
Aſtlarbe, Hydarnes. 


The King is gracious, and delights in mercy * 
And know that free confeſſion merits life: 
II intercede. Know you the Prince Sophernes ? 
You are unhappy men berray'd to ruin. 
And will you for another's crime. K 


* a him, as ye ought ; 'rwas. he betray'd 


thd. If on and tortures cannot tear confeſſion 
rom innocence, ſhall woman's flattery do it? 
No; my heart's firm, and I can ſmile on Leaſh; 


Ls = 4 
* 
* 
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"Aft. Think not to hide what is already known, _ 


Tis to Sophernes that you owe thoſe chains, 


We've fathom'd his deſigns," they're all laid open 
We know him turbulent and enterprizing. mY 
By the foul murder of my lord the King, 
He meant to ſet his captive nation free. 
Unfold this truth, and I'll inſure thy pardon. 
Hyd. What! lead a hateful life of ignominy ! 
And live the bane of all ſociety! © 
Shun'd like a peſtilence, a curſt informer? 
Yet ſince the fate of kingdoms may 
On what I ſpeak ; truth ſhall direct my lips. 
The Queen has offer'd grace. I know the terms. 
Aft. By the King's life, I ſwear. 


RO" Fe” hs — 
SCENE XIL 
Aſtarbe. Hydarnes. Araxes, 
Ara. Excuſe this entrance, _ 
The prisner muſt attend. | 1 
A. I'm ſatisfy c. . 
This man ſeems open, and may be of ſervice. 
— ä - — 5 


«SCENE XII. 
Aſtarbe. 


How my heart bleeds thus to purſue revenge 
Againſt the man I love!] Bur me he ſcorns; 
And from my beauty turns his head away 
With ſaucy arrogance and proud contempt, 
I could forgive him ev'ry other crime, 
Ev'n the baſe murder of my deareſt friend; 
But lighted love no woman can forgive. 

For thro* our life we feel the bitter ſmart, 
And guilt and ſhame lye feſtring at the heart. 


ACT 


— 
>= # 


So to preſerve ſome virtue in the world, 


ne 


erent LA i” 
1 Room of Hare with a Throne. 14 


Hydarnes. Conſpirators. Orbaſus. Guards, 


ion of thoſe two vil 
Tent 


er for the 6001 

us to death, 

754 "Death i is — "ent * me, on all. 
Would I could 4 your guilt upon 9 1 _ 


But thoſe. infarmers: hays deny'd me that; 
We all mult periſh, and fall unreveng' d. 


But fince I cannot take your crimes upon me 
P'll live, and exgcute our great deſign, | 
And thus revenge your A. Ns 
22 Could this be ag 
Hd. If gen.. dy 
# Con You ar 1 6 oe F 
Hyd. I ſay, IH do it. 
Soon as the King rrtures to ih our get. 


Out Hons, py aa whic 6 ; 
; n ou ſoon, n you- 
"OY roy < #99 850 alks 10 eg. apart 
4. 1 5 is freed 
deen hu aer peri 1125 | 
Upon the: — Perſian. T dat n 


Who bave condemn'd their fellows, know him not 
Of all the pleaſures that a monarch taſtes, © Sui 


J 
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/ 
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f 
A 
R 
1 
N 
J. 
8: 
E 
, 
5 


* 


The CAPT 12 24 31 


Sure mercy is moſt} ſweet! Tis heav'nly pleaſure 
Ta take t galling ef chains * off tho | = 
Of injur'd inhocenec! That privilege 

On the cafes that load a erown. 


i 


——___—_C— 


» 


: 


SCENEUHW. 


Phragries /egte binyalf en the Throne, gi. Orba- 
. — e en cons aud At- 


s, e 
Is, Ara. Make room; The Perſan Prince n his 


ſentence. 

Pͤ'bra. _ noble Prince, I grieve that; you were 
injur 

10 I hen foul conſpiracy woleſts 4, ſtate 

The ear of Kings is open to ſuſpicion, 


pd we grow jealous. of our boſom, triends, 
118 


y would uſt a virtuous man, 


And juſtice has made clear his innocence; 
It only throws a brighter luſtre on him, 


And ſerves to make. his yh ay Pe copſpicuo 
e the throne, 7 d kt the K R d e 
e lome oi tags 4nd for 4 d 

rows 


I 1 fegl yp ur ſu 5 
ring the pris 14 wm A their — 


Juſtice cries loud for vengeance. on y 
Be] have 24 ought to plead to yard the ow, 


Bee L eqpo your na 8 00 
Hyd. Thar I deſign the dead ed, 
bas in cy eo © King, Thin. bl, | 


y in th arte wer 
ae 1255 2 fan bi Heal — 


u. Fer ee Give Nr the ſignah, 


fan For 1 mos e ghaſt 1 
y terror. 
How is thy Adem fei e to follow. 


Pink not with us our enterprize is loſt. _ 
6 | 


„ We GAP TIYEA 


TI anſwer no more queſtions. 


4, by. 


T P 4 
a 


A King ſhall bleed-to paeiſie our ghoſts. „end 
Come, lead to death. Spend all thy wrath on/us;. 
The raging tyger bites the ſhaft that wounds him; 
And ſpares the man who threw it. I have done. 
Phra. Theſe are the ſtarts and ravings of de- 
— — 8 2. 
Think thou by threats to force me into mercy? 
Hd. I grow impatient; lead me to my fate. 
©" Phra. how you that I have life within my 
Hd. I know the utmoſt of thy power is death. 
Mag. Ye Gods avert his words, and ſave the King! 
"Phra. What ſaid he? Speak'again., © * 
His. Death is my choice... ,, 
- Phra.. I will be fatisfy'd. Ru 
Fd. I've ſaid too much fn... 
Phra. Say more, or torture ſhall extort it from 


REI Gian to aol, _—— 
Hyd. Let torture do its worſt. Vou dare not try 


— ; 34 W's + He Th 
Mag. If memory can recal the folemn ſpeech, ©: 4 
Theſe were his very words, Fre > 
A King ſhall bleed to pacifie our ghoſts. 7 v 


The rag ing tyger bites the ſhaft that wounds him 

But . he e threw ir. Was it thus? N 4 
Hhd: Now let your wiſdom fathom this deep ſe- 
8 1 % e opt = is; 


Phra. Reverend fathers, [- 
What may theſe words portend? Expound the 
tm ] N n 
Me Th facred life, O King, is till in danger. 
While juſtice pours down vengeance on theſe 

wretches, wet 8 oF: fad, 
Theſe mean ſubſervient inſtruments of miſchief, 
Their leader ſcapes, and lives for future crimes. _. 

Hyd. Go on. | Po Ln NO 

| a0. « + 85h Mag. 


= 
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as The words imply no mores 
ad. "Tis well. 
All's 1 I'm ready. — i is death delay'd? 
Phra. Thus ſpeaks the voice of Mercy from my 
lips. 
Th' 2 ſeritence is not ſign'd; | 
And ftill there's room for hope. Attend, and live. 
By this bright ſceptre, by the throne of "Media, 
By yon great light that rules the rolling year, 
you lay ope the depth of this foul treaſon, 


| » 


And point me out that undetected villain, 
S* WW I ſwear, to grant you life and liberty. | 
Speak now, or death ſhall ſeal your lips for ever. 

2 54d. The royal word is giv'n, and I accept it: : 
The Kin ſhall live, and all his foes ſhall periſh. . 
Danger Aands near the throne. How blind is Jus 

ſtice! 

The Perfian Prince ! 
Phra. Sophernes / | | 
Hd. He's a traytor. 

Twas he that put the dagger in my hand. 

So. Now [ have betray d. O love of life! 

Where was my reſolution? I'm a coward; 

And cowards can endure a life of ſhame. | 

c Phra. Sopbernes, Let ſtrong proof confirm your 

2 charge, 

I muſt have proof. 

Had. Call in my fellow- priſoners. 

Soph. W hat can ſet bounds to man's impietys | 
And where is virtue ſafe? Accus'd thus falſely, 

ith all the ſtrongeſt circumſtance of guilt, 
>y one I know not! Heav'n has then determin'd 
hat T muſt; fall. Shall man conteſt with Fove ? 
'Tis all in vain. The will of Fate be done. 

1 who aecus'd us, brib'd with Pon, 

geld. 

Conceal d the author of our enterprixe. | 


D SCENE 


= : 
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CCEND Mm, 
The Aforeſaid and Conf pirators. 


Know ye that man? 
1/ Conſp. Would he had been unknown. | 
| Hyd. The King has mod our miſchicf to the 
ſouree. 
Who was it prompted you to this attempt? 
Had ye not views to ſet a nation free? 
And to reſtore him to his crown and kingdom ? 
1½ Conſp. By him we fell, 'tis juſt that he fall 
with us: 
24"Conſp. $0, now one ruin has involv'd us all. 
3 is the lot of thoſe that thirſt for 
Conduct them hence. This hour Fe to ſuffer. 


* * tha. 4 9 2 ; 


SCENE W. 


Phraortes. Magi: Orbaſius. Araxes. Sophernes. 
Hydarnes. Guards and Attendants. 


Ungrateful Prince! - - 
; Sinee tis the will of Heaven 

To load me with calamities and ſhame, © _ 
Since the moſt ſearching eye cannot diſcern - 
The heart of man O'where ſhall 1 find juſtice! 
I am a ſtranger, in-adverſity, 
Bereft of wealth and power, without a friend. 

Pbra. Hence, baſe ifſembler, Take him from * 


N 


When bypecrices are ftripr. of Virrue' 8 plumes, 
Vice then appears moſt hideous and deform'd. 
_ to thy dungeon, to remorſe and death: 
HS oph. Vain are 5 and ſolemn Erste 5 
How ſhall my words prevail, and truth appears .. c 
el 


N 8Þ_CO Jo bay fob jonb 


2 
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When there's a crowd of witneſſes againſt me! 
The Guilty periſh with temarſe and horror, 
But innocence ne'er feels the ſting of death. 
Death is a bleſſing to adverſity, 
Anxiety, calamity and forrow, . 
And all the daily fretting cares of life 
Are ſhook from off our ſhouldersz and we ref. 


1 


Phraortes. Magi. Orbaſius. Araxes. Hydarnes. 
' Guards and Attendants, 
ad. Safety now guards the throne, and Media's 
happy. | 1 
Phra T ratifie my word, and give you life, 
I give you liberty; but on conditions 


Thoſe I ſhall fend you ſoon, and then you're free. 


O Sun, I thank thee; thy all-ſeeing eye 
Has trac'd the villain through his {ſecret ways, 
And now the hand of Juſtice is upon him. 
Ara. Media rejoice. | 
All. May the King hve for ever ! X 
Phra. Proclaim a feſtival for ſeven days ſpace 
Let the Court ſhine in all its potnp and luſtre s - 
Let all our ſtreets reſound with ſhouts of joys 
Let Muſick's care-diſpelling voice be heard; 
The ſumptuous banquet and the flowing goblet 
Shall 2 the cheek, and fill che heart with glad 
neſs. | 4 | 
For Media's foes are put to ſhame and death. 
Aſtarbe ſhall far ſoveraign of the ſeaſt, * 
That Queen of beauty ſhall direct our pleaſures. 
I'll 1 her bower, ——— I would have no atten- 
dance. | f 


D: geg 


——_— 
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8 C E N E VL 
| Araxes. - Doraſpe. 

Dor. Inform me, what has paſt ? 

Ara. The Queen's conjectures | 
The King has now confirm'd. The Perſian Prince, 
That hypocrite is known, and prov'd a traytor, 

And leader of that crew of vile aſſaſſins. 
Bur ſee the Queen. The King is gone to ſeek 


her. | 
Excuſe my haſte z for Duty calls me hence. 


— 
— 


SCENE VI. 
Doraſpe. Aftarbe. 
Afar. Twas downright arrogance. I ſaw his 
ſcorn. . „ 
A Lover reads the thought of every look, 
And needs no comment or interpreter. 
What woman can forgive that worſt of inſults? 
Not ev'n the moſt deform'd of all our ſex 
Can bear contempt. And ſhall I pardon it? . 
To pardon it, is to inſult myſelf, FO. 
And own that I deſerve it. C aſide.] Know you ought 
Of what the King in judgment has determin'd? 
Dor. Sopbernes was accus d. | 
Afar. Was he found guilty? © 
Dor. Yes, prov'd a traytor. 
Afar. Then I'm farisfy'd. 
Dor. How one affliction crouds upon another, 
To puniſh this ungrateful man! | 
Afar. What mean you?-- 59 
Dor. It is confirm'd among the captive women 
(Who now attend to paſs before the preſence) 
His wife was ſlain in battle. 
Afar. Would he were dead! ; 
| EE Yet 


F2 jd — LO My a po had 
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Yet were he dead, would he dye in my thoughts? 
Talk to me, ſpeak; leave me not to reflection. 


Yet what will talk avail?— I've loſt attention. 
Were her words ſoft and ſoothing as the lyre, 
Or ſtrong and ſprightly as th' enlivening trumpet, 
I could Now nought but conſcience. Would: he 
were dead! | . 5 | 
You ſhall not leave me. | 
Dor. See the King returns, 


— 


SCENE Vn. 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. 


Phra. Welcome, my Queen; how my heart 
ſprings to meet thee! WES 
Each day, each hour thy beauty grows upon me, 
Ev'n while I gaze ſome undiſcover'd charm 
Opens it ſelf, and wounds my heart anew. _ 
Rejoyce, Aſtarbe; Media is deliver'd: 
The gathering ſtorm that threaten'd deſolation 
Is over-blown, and all is now ference. 
Then let us give our future days to pleaſure ; 
tr | My ev'ry pleaſure is compris'd ih thee. 
| Aftar. Be firm in juſtice, nor give way to mercy, 
»Tis the mind's frailty, and the nurſe of crimes. 
Puniſh. And root out treaſon from the land. 
Phra. Sophernes was their chief. 
Mar. Ungrateful villain! mM: 
Phra. How he deceiv'd me! 
Afar. Your too eaſy nature Wakes 
Muſt always harbour miſchiefs in your empire. 
| Does he ſtill live? K Of? THO 
4 Phra. His death is fix'd and ſign d. 
| Afar. Each hour he lives your people doubt your 
juſtice. . 
Would you deter the populace from erimes, 
et | CER Let 
| 3 5 


his 


Z Doraſpe. 
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Let pübnhment be ſudden. That's true mercy, 
Phra. He never ſhall behold another Sun. 
But why ſhould cares of ſtate intrude upon us? 
Aftar. Why this reproof? In what have I de- 
1 it? 
concern was for the peace of Media, 
for your ſafery. I have ſaid too much. 
wy What has Aftarle ask'd that I refus d? 
Thy beauty has all power. Who waits without? 
Go; let the Captives be diſmiſs'd the palace, 
[ Speaks at the door. 
The King reſigns his privilege of choice. 
Should the ſelefted beauties of the world 
[To Aſtarbe. 
In ful all remptation ſtand before my preſence, 
would my heart and eye be fixt on thee. 
_ 7 Charms "would (like the Spn's all powerful 
. rays 
Make Af thoſe little ſtars of beauty fade, | 
Why that dejected look? that thoughtful ſigh? 
In what Ay I offended? If to love, 
Be to 2 Phraortes is moſt wretched. 


— * 1 1 F r * | - 1 | 
s c E 1 N E IX, ; 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Araxes. | 


Ara. 1 ſpoke the King's commands. 5 when from 
the crowd 


One of the Captives roſe and humbl pray'd. 
Admiſſion to cle throne... | 4 prey | 

Phra. 3 ſuits. 

Ara. She wiſh” to ſpeak a matter of importance. 
Pra. Diſmiſs 2 all. Let us retire, my 


Afar. Ho en ſtay. 
: Phra. a is Harte 5 ple 


[Avaxcs going out. 
Afar. 
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Afar. This matter ſhould be ſcarch'd. The fats 


of Empires 

Turns often on the flighteſt ene; 

And were my counſell worthy to be heard, 

I would admit her. 85 
Phra. Let her be admitted. Exit Araxes. 
[Phraortes ſeats A ſtarbe on the throue, then places 

himſelf by her. The Guards enter, and range thets+ 
ſelves on each fide. 


i tent 


SCENE X. 


Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Captive. Doraſpe, 
Araxes. Attendants. | 


Phra. Ariſe, fair maid; and let thy ſuit be heard. 
Cap. The King has done his proſtrate ſervant jus 
ſtice. [ Kneeling. 
Thus low I pay my thanks to Heaven and you. 
* Riſe from chat humble poſture, and ſpeak 


Ca The Perfian Prince, to whom we owe 'our 
1 e, [ Riſes, 
Tis ſaid, is . to death for horrid treachery. 
Phra. He well deſerves it. If you fall before me, 
To melt me into mercy with your tears, 4 
Woman, your tears are fruſtrate. Take her 


* 
„ — — 


hence. 
Cap. I fpeak for merey l No. I due for tote. 
tures. 
With rapture 1 could gaze — ſufferings, 
Enjoy his-agopics and dyi , 
And then this hand cou re to the hear 
Phra. Whence * this 2 den re- 
venge ? Fo 
D 4 can. 
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Cap. By brutal violence he flew my husband. 
Excuſe my tears. Love calls them from my eyes 
With him J loſt all joy, all peace and comfort. 

Abra. What mov'd Sophernes to the barbarous deed ? 

Cap. My husband was diſtinguiſh'd in his armies | 
Wich him [I always ſhar'd the toils of war, 

The tedious marches, and the ſcorching ſuns, 

For Love makes all fatigue ſeem light and eaſy, 
Sophernes ſaw me, figh'd, and ſpoke his paſſion, 

J ſpurn'd his offers, and deſpis'd his ſuit. 

He {till perſiſted, and my virtue ſtrengthen'd : 

Till on a day, inflam'd with looſe deſire, 

He ſent my Lord upon ſome feign'd command; 

J in his tent fate waiting his return, 

'Then ſuddenly the raviſher ruſh'd in. [ Weeps, 

Phra. Go on. | | os! 

Cap. He ſeiz d me, tore me, dragg'd me to his Arms; 
In vain I ſtruggled; by reſiſtance weaken'd, 

T loſt all ſtrength, and ſo— he ſpoil'd my Honour. 
O ſhame! O brutal force! [ Weeps. 

Phra. Unhappy woman! | 
Proceed. 5 | 
Cap. Juſt in the moment of my ſhame _ 

My husband enter'd. Strait the villain left, me, 

And deſperate by the ſtings of guilt and terror, 
He ſtabb'd him to the heart. [ Weeps. 
_ Phra. Moſt monſtrous villain! „ Ti 
His life's a ſeries of the blackeſt crimes. 

Cap. I in the hurry of the murder fled, | 
And ſcap'd the tyrant's power, Alone, diſguis'd, _ 
I've paſt away my reſtleſs hours in ſorrow. | 
Revenge was all my with, and all my comfort, 

For that I watch'd him through long weary marches, 

And Revenge gave me ſtrength and refolution. - 

Why fell he not by me? His crime requir'd it, 

Vengeance o'ertakes him for another guilt, 

And I have loſt revenge. O may he feel 

The pain and horror due to both his crimes. * 
Wh - 3 N 4. 


J. 


"=. 
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Phra. His death is _ 
Cap. Thar is his due for treachery. = Is 
Phra. What would Revenge have more? Th' of- 
D | | 
Allays its ſtrongeſt thirſt. - 5 ö 
Cap. Moſt gracious King, [ Kneels. 
Hear an unhappy woman's juſt petition, | 
And may my prayer find favour and acceptance !- 
Grant me to 2 him in his lateſt gaſp; ; 
Let my appearance ſtrike him with confuſion, 
Let me awake freſh terrors in his conſcience, 
And bring my murther'd husband to his view. 
Entruſt the ſword of juſtice in my hand 
The ftroke ſhall then be ſure. | 
Phra. What fortitude ' ex-1 
Lies hid beneath that face of ſofteſt feature ! 
The death of his confederates is ſign d, | 
And he with privacy this very evening ts | 
Shall be diſpatch'd in priſon. Now you're ſatisfy' d. 
Cap. O, were that office mine! L 
Aſi. For ſuch offence  *' _ BO 
He cannot feel too much; her ſuit is juſt. 
Then ler me intercede in her behalf; freed (11 
Grant her requeſt. Give her the fatal ſignet,. ,. _ ' // 
Give her the dagger. — Such revenge is virtu. 
Phra. Take thisz your boon is granted. Soon my 
orders | [Gives her his dagger. 
Shall ſend you to revenge a husband's murther. 
Let her attend without. Draw near, 4raxes. 


* 
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Ll 
9 4 4 
< * 82 va * 
— —  — 
- 


4 1-5 SBEWEML.: x i 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Doraſpe. Araxes. 
F Attendants. A 


[Phraortes ralks aſide to Araxes I 


Af. What, ſue to her! and when I ſued diſdain me! 
How my diſgrace grows on me! Let him periſh, 
And periſh by that woman. My reſentment 
Kindles and burns to take her charge upon me. 

Yer ſtill would he relent, I could forgive him. 

Dor. His wife is dead, on whom his heart was fix'd; 
That obſtacle's remoy'd. 

Aft. And Death bangs o'er him. | 
That ſight perhaps may ſhake his reſolution. 

If I could hope, I would delay his ſentence. 
1 dread his death. What is there to be done? 


Br 


'I'fl fee him ere be dies. O abject thought! 


Yes, I will ſee him, and renew my offers 
In his laſt moments: For whene'er he dies 


My mind will ne'er know peace. I will defer ie. 
PIl ſooth the King in his ſoft hours of love, 


When all his ſtrongeſt 2 are nothing. | 
When „A 4d —— Woutd 1 could ceaſe from 
thought! ee e ben e | 


- Phra. Tell her as ſoon as juſtice is perform'd, _ 
The King requires her thanks — She's wondrous fair! 
You know my will; theſe are my laſt eommands, 
Let punctual care and diligence obey me. 

. [ Ex. Araxes. 


„ 


8 


SCENE XI. 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Doraſpe. Attendants. 


Go, bid the prieſts — . the ſacrifice 
This ev'ning ſhall the fragrance of devotion 
| 4 | Smoa:. 


—_—_— 


dd: 


om 


8. 


oak 
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Phraortes {hall attend the e 
To pay his grateful thanks in of joy. © 

. . Doxalpe and Atiendants. 
Aftarbe, come. One glance of hoſe bright eyes 
Niſpells all care, and empires are forgot. 
n what is man ſuperior to the bruce 
Brutes eat, drink, ſleep; like us, have all the ſenſes. 
he male and female meet, then coldly part, 
Part with indifference, and defire is cloy'd. 
In love alone we feel th' immortal part, 
And that celeſtial fire refines the hearr. 


i 


End of the third Ack. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
- A Prifon. 
Hydarnes. Conſpirators. 
75. Shall ſurvive but for a little ſpace; | 
Doubt not my plighted faith, and dye in peace. 
What is an hour of life! an hour of torment. 
Think then what I hall ſuffer for your ſake, 
How I ſhall long and pant to be among you! 
To him who fears not death Revenge is ſure, 
ba him who fears not death Reverie. is ſpeedy. 
oon as the chains are ſtruck from off theſe hands, Is. 
I'll dye them purple in the royal blood PII 
I'll watch all time. The throne ſhall not ſecure him, 
The ſolemn temple, ev'n that ſacred ground | 
Shall not protect him from my reſolution. , 
Would it were dene; that we might fall together! 
1 Con. May all ſucceſs attend thy glorious purpoſe! 
Thinking upon thy brave undaunted ſpirit, Wi 
I ſhall forget my pains, and ſmile in torture, | 
Ev'n when the ſharpeſt pang of death is on me. 
Hyd. Ere you are cold my Ghoſt ſhall overtake you, 
And bring the welcome news. — Impatience racks me. 
24 Con. We thank our bold revenger, and will dye 
Like men that well deferv'd ſo great a chief. 
34 Con. Farewell. And when you lift the dagger for 
the blow PA 
Think on my friendſhip. 
4th Con. And on mine, 
-- Fr#Con. And mine 
1 Con. Think of us all, and give him death for each. 
Hh4d.Farewell,unhappy friends; you're brave and 2 
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And you entruſt one who deſerves ſuch friendſhips. 

Your prayers and wiſhes, ſhall direct the er 
Deep in his heart. And when this deed is done 
I've done my task of life; and I'll refign it. 


3 


1 


SCENE l. 
Hydarnes. Conſpirators. Araxes. Officers. 


Ara. Time preſſes on us, and your hour is come. 

We muſt obey our orders. Lead them hence. 
„Torture and Death expect you. 

1/# Con. Well. Lead on. 

Ara. Tis your laſt moment. 

1/ Con. We're impatient for it. 

Ara. Stay here till my return. To you, my meſſage 

| To Hyd. 


Is of a ſweeter ſound. "Tis life, 'tis freedom. 
I'll ſee them to the ſcaffold; then diſcharge you. 


w 4 ated — 

8 SCENE IL 

7 Hydarnes. 

What's death to that I feel within! Tis no- 
thing. 


Tortures but tear the fl eſh, and cruſh the bones, 
But guilt and horror tear my reſtleſs ſoul, | 
And ev'ry thought's an arrow in my heart. 
Sophernes is condemn'd, and 1 accus'd him. 
For what? — For means to ſatiate my revenge, 
And that's ſufficient, — O Revenge, ſupport me 
W hat, am I grown a coward? Does repentance, 
Does vile contrition ſink my boaſted courage? 
Does reſolution ſtagger! Hence, away, 

I will not hear thee, daſtard, medling conſcience! 
. | No. I'll go on, I feel my ſpirits riſe; 
My heart grows harder, and I ſcorn remorſe, 


That's 


-—— 


496 Te EUPTIVEY.. 

That's the poor whining refuge of a Cod. T 

My friends are now expiring Hark, their groans G 

Nerd _ 7-6 hk and furmon' me to ven. V 
gcancc. 127 1 


I come, my friends p in chat great deed I'll fall. A 
Sw u 
It 

SCENE W. 8 
Hlydarnes. Ares. 'K 

Ara. Phraoyres ſends you life and liberty. T 
Twelve days are granted you to paſs the confines. I 


Of his Domains : to ſtay beyond that time 
Annuls his pardon, and your life is forfeit. 
You're now diſcharg'd. Be grateful for this mercy 


Proy for the peace of Media, and repent. 
= Media, farewell. With all the wings 0 


1 fly thy beunds. - Let me forget thy name z 
T will bring to my remembrance my loſt friends. 


——_— —_— _— 


1 


SCENE . 


Araxes. Sophernes. 


Ara. Come forth, unhappy Prince; excuſe m. 
Words. /  TUmnlotks the dungeon 
Tis with reluctance that I bring the meſſage. 
Your death's at hand, 

Soph. Death is the only friend v 
That I have leſt; thy meſſage is moſt welcome. 


22858222285 


My friend's at hand; O how Fong Ito meet him! A 
In him is all my hope, in him m — D 
He ſhall Wim pen e of all mi va Ir 
He ſhall wipe off calamity and ſorrow, T 


And give me peace and everlaſti el. | 
I thank thee for the TR * 


* 
ven- 


ira. 
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400 Such uncencern, N # 
Such ſteady fortitude amidſt afflictions 
Was never ſeen till now. 
Soph. My wife is dead! 
And I have no attachment to the world. 
W hat is't to live? And who counts life a bleſſing? 
It is to ſee Injuſtice hold the ſcale, | 
And weigh with partial hand the deeds of men; 
It is to ſee a race of ſervile flatterers 
Worſhip the author of all miſchief, Gold; 
To ſee Oppreſſion rich, and Virtue ſtarving. 
Death only cloſes this diſtaſteful ſcene. 
Ara. This ſcorn of death appears like innocence. 
Soph. All mortal juſtice errs. Heav'n knows the 
cart. | 
"Tis eaſy in my circumſtance to dye, 
For I have no poſſeſſions to forgo, , 
My kingdom is another's. Round my couch 
No faithful ſervants ſtand with weeping eyes; 
No darling children cling around my neck, 
And with fond kiſſes warm my hollow check ; 
No wife, who, (worn, and wearied out with grief) 
Faints in my arms. "Theſe give the pangs of death; 
Theſe make us covet life. But I leave nothing. 
Ara. What manly reſolution! I grieve for you. 
Soph. Ar death's approach the guilty conſcience 
trembles, 5 
But I have not thoſe horrors. — Hark, he knocks. 
g L [Knocking heard. 
With what impatient joy I come to meet thee ! 
Ara. Farewell, thou moſt unfortunate of men; 
A mind ſo great, unſhaken by Uifſtreſs, 115 
Deſerv'd a nobler end. Forgive my duty, 
It ſeems ſevere, but tis the King's command. 
The ö muſt confine you. 


Soph. 1 ſubmit. | 
SCENE 
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9 


= 
">. * 


SCENE VL 
Araxes. Captive; _ 
Gap. This letter will inſtruct you in your duty. 
Ara. The priſoner ſhall be given into your hands, 
Cap. And he ſhall periſh by an injur'd woman. 
Thus has the King decreed ; ſo ſhall he ſuffer 


Both for his treaſon, and my murder'd lord. 7 
To ſee me arm'd with ſuch juſt reſolution, C: 
My husband's ghoſt is pleas d, and ſmiles upon me. C 
Phraortes gave this dagger. This ſhall end him. C: 


Ara. Within that iron gate he mourns in darkneſs. W mT; 


pals a5 | [ Gives the Keys. 
This will conduct you. — Tis the King's command, L. 


Soon as the bloody office is perform'd, ww 
That you preſerit your ſelf once more before him. Az 
Cap. His will ſhall be obey'd. | | 0 


Ara. He's now your charge. 
Cap. And ſoon my charge ſhall end. Leave me 
to juſtice. | | | 


How will my ſight diſmay his guilty foul! 1 * 
Ev'n while that terror preys upon his heart, I | 
T'll hurle him to the deepeſt ſhades below. 
But I delay; and juſtice grows impatient. v 
1'd be alone. You now have done your duty. _ W 
"ERIE: r — 55 XL 
WED n — . I 
"SCENE WL 2 
Cap. Come forth, Sophernes. 2 


5 | 3 _— the Dungeon. 
Soph. I will meet thee, Death." 'oo"\_ 
Cap. Draw near. + neee 

Soph. Hark ! was it not a woman's voice? _ 0 
That voice no more is ſweet; — Cylene's dead. * 
Ves. Tis the Queen. Here ſatiate thy revenge, M 
n | | y 


* 


y 


What, not . word! 


- = 
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My boſom heaves, and longs to meet the da 
Way is thy hand ſo 7 6; * 


Cap. Lock on this face, c ber veil. 
Is not thy heart acquainted with t . | 


And is thy car a ranger to this voice? 


Soph.” O dear deluſion! gr . 
Cyl. Wake. „ 
Tis thy 92 calls, thy loft Cylene. 
Cannot this boſom wa LING _ life ? 
Cannot this voice rec 7 ſpirits? - 
Cannot theſe li 4 O look up; 
Thy voice, thy tie lips, could 0 — from the = 
Look up, and give mc comfort. | 
Soph. Tis Cylene. 
Tia no delafion. Do I live to ſee thee? _ 
And muſt I d torn from thee? cruel thought! 
0 N Death, now thou baſt made me * 
10 K 1 x 
Cyl. When will misfortunes leave us? 
Soph. Death muſt end them. Fr 
Ta ſaid you ſell in battle; from that time 
I loſt all pleaſure, and deſire of liſe. 
Gi. In that fad day of our adyerſity, 
When Perſia was made captive, every eye 
Wept for the fall of my dear Lord Sophernes, 
For 3 ou they forrow'd, and forgot their Handage- 
I lol m my ſelf in bean- Conſuwing grief, 
And left a conqueror's arrogance and preg 
Should tempt him to condemn a captive Qu 
To his looſe hours, induftriouſly I j read 
The rumour of my death; and by thoſe means 
Have ſigh'd away my. days obſcure, unknown. 


* mo gain'd you this acceſs? and why that 


Cyl. 1 be his is no time for talk; conſult thy ſafety. 
Catch at the preſent moment, for the next 
May throw us back again — deſpair, 


Soph, 
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4 24 means, my love? No innocence can 
ſtand | 
Againſt the voice of perjur'd calumny. 

Cyl. This dagger was deſign'd to murder thee ; W 
And I am ſent upon that bloody errand. 
This hand that now is thrown about thy neck 
Was to have done the deed: O horrid thought! 
Unknown, among a train of captive women, 
They brought me to the palace: there I learnt N, 


The tale of thy unhappy ſufferin 


And how the King had ſign'd the fatal ſentence. 97 
I fell before the throne, extoll'd his juſtices H: 
Then with feign'd tears, and well-diſſembled ſpeech Y** 
Charg'd thee with violation of my honour, = 
And murder of a husband. He was moy'd ; N. 


Pleas'd with my bold requeſt he heard my prayer, W 
And for revenge and aller gave me this. | 

| | _ [Shows the Jagger. ff 
But the time flies. I come, my Lord, to ſave thee. 
Tis by that hope, I live. | 


Soph. That hope is paſt. . | — 
It is impoſſible. Reſentment, power, Hs 
And perjury, all work againſt my life. 

O how [I fear to dye! for thee, I fear, Ab 


To leave thee thus expos'd, a helpleſs Captive, 
In a firange land, and not one friend to chear thee ! 
Cyl. 1think thou lov'ſt me. 
Soph. Sure thou long haſt known it. 
C1. Is there ought that I could deny Sophernes ? 
No. I have try'd my heart! 
Soph. What mean theſe doubts ? 
I never Have you caule. 
Cyl. Then promiſe, ſwear, | 
That you will not refuſe me what I ask; 
Thus on her knees Cylene begs it of you. T 
Soph. Does this appear like love? ſpeak, and 'tis Ar 
granted. * 
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Cy. I thank thee. Thou haſt given me all my wiſhes, 
For now. thy life is ſafe ; and ſav'd by me. | 
Here, take this veil ; this ſhall ſecure thy flight, 
| With this thou ſhalt deceive the watchful guard. 
O bleſt occaſion! fly, my Lord, with ſpeed 
I never wiſh'd to part till now. . 
Soph. What, go and leave thee thus! my heart 
forbids it. | 
No. Death is all that I am doom'd to ſuffer ; 
But thy diſtreſs is more. 
Cyl. Diſpute it nor: 
ch Haſt thou not (worn? ; 
| Soph. What never can be done. 
Why wilt thou force ſeyerer torture on me? 
No. Give me death; I chuſe the lighter pain. 
When I am dead may the juſt Gods relieve thee. 
Cyl. Was ever love thus obſtinately cruel ! 
Only thy life can fave me; think on that. 
:. [Sophernes fixes his eyes on the ground. 
Like the deaf rock he ſtands immoveable. 
How my fears grow, and chill my ſhiv'ring heart! 
Has then thy ſtubbornneſs reſolv'd to kill me? 
Soph. Shall I that was her ſhield in every danger 
Abandon her to the rude hand of power? at 
Cyl. Hear me, my Lord; embrace the happy mo- 
ment; | | 8 
This is, perhaps, the laſt that is allow'd us. 
Soph. What! give her my diſtreſs! 
Cyl. Look up, and anſwer. 
Have my words loſt all int'reſt in thy heart ? 
Hear then my purpoſe; and I will perform it. 
Ill never feel the pang of that ſad bour 
When thou ſhalr ſuffer. No. I'll dye before thee. 
How gracious was this Preſent of the King. 
„ EF Tis kind, "ris merciful, *twill give me peace, 
tis ¶ And ſhow me more compaſſion than Sophernes. 
Soph. O give me ſtrength, ye Powers, to, break my 


” chains, 
; E 2 That 


an 


— 
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And knowing that preſery'd thee, dye with pleaſure, 


Is he detected? — Heaven has more compaſſion. 
Be ſtill, my heart. I go to take his place, 


That I may force the lifted weapon from her ! 
Spare, ſpare thy dearer life! I grant thee all. 

I will abandon thee to my difireſſes z 

I'll fy this inftant; by our loves, I will. ; 
The Gods are kind. O may their mercy fave her! 

Cyl. From thy dear hands I rake the galling chains, 
Leſt danger intercept thee, haſte, be Rane | T 
And as thou valueſt mine, ſecure thy life. 1 
Thou hadft no hope. Who knows but my offence 
May find forgiveneſs ! 'tis a crime of love; 

And love's a powerful advocate to mercy.) 

Soph. O how I ſtruggle to unlooſe my heart-ſtringy, 
That are ſo cloſely. knit and twin'd with thine 
Is'r poſſible that we may meet again? n 
That thought has fall'd my foul with reſolution. . 
Farewell: may Heav'n ſupport thee, and redreſs us! 


n Cylene. 

.. O bleſſed opportunity, I thank thee. — 
If for this pious act of love L periſh, IH | 

Let not Sophernes raſhly follow me. 


Live to revenge me, and the world ſhall praiſe thee. 
hn all my hours be doom'd to chains and dark- 
r | 

The pleaſing thought that I have giv'n thee ſafety, 
Will chear me more than liberty and day-lighr. 
Though I'm condemn'd to ſuffer ſhametul death, 
Ev'n in that hour I ſhall forget his terrors, 


- 
_ 


But hark ! what noiſe was that? New fears alarm me. 


nl AY pmol! > wo 


And wait th' event with ſteady reſignation. 
| [Enters the dungeon. 


SCENE 
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SCENE NX. 


| «ih [Cylene in the Dangeor. 
= Afar. 1 _ the royal mandate. read your order. 
The ſentence of Sophernes is ſuſpended 
ud queſtion him in private. Guide me to him. 
0 Ara. He's dead. A Tg OS 
Afar. Sophernes dead! when? how? by whom? 
Ara. The captive woman by whoſe hand he fell, 
Is gone _—_— King; juſt PE ſhe parted. N 
Aſtar. my hate, my lov war within, 
An —9˙ fog diſtraction will 8 me. | fide. 
Ara. Within that dungeon lyes the breathleſs bo- 


dy. 45: 
* ther Name him no more. Begone; I'd be a- 
one. 
Vou know my pleaſure. 
Ara. I am all Obedience. 
7 SCENE X. 
ll Aftarbe. Cylene in the dungeon. 


Mar. Who ſhall appeaſe this tempeſt of my ſoul? 
„ 8 'Tis done. He's dead: now it will rage for ever! 
Yer oo! Hence, conſcience. All I did was ju- 
ice. 
| Am I the cauſe? I proffer'd life and love. 
cy The murder was not mine. Why then this hor- 
me. ror? | 
Could a Queen bear ſuch inſolence and ſcorn? 
Was I not injur'd? ſhall I not reſent? 
He well deſerv'd his fare, Ungrateful man! 
n. The bloody ſpectacle ſhall pleaſe revenge, 
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And fix eternal hatred in my heart. [Cylene comes forth, 


Hah! ſpeak : what art ?— 
It moves! it comes! where ſhall I hide me from it? 
Nature ſhrinks back, and ſhivers at the ſight. 


[ Hides her face. 


C31. See at your feet a poor unhappy. captiye. 


[ Kneeling, 


a4 


O may the Queen be gracious to her ſervant! 
Aar. Araxes ſaid that he had let you forth, · 
And by command you went before the King. 
Why has he thus dect d me? | 
Cyl. Turn not away, 
Beſtow one look of pity on a wretch 
Who lifts her eyes to you for grace and pardon. 
Aar. Pardon! for what? you did it by com- 
mand. Ent + BY 4, 
Is it a crime t' obey the voice of juſtice? 
And did not thy own wrongs demand his blood? 
W hat has detain'd thee in that horrid place? 
Was it to hear him in the pangs of death, 
And tafte the pleaſure of his dying groan? 
Stretch forth thy hands. Where are the crimſon 
ſtains? 2 
Where lies the reeking ſword? Ts he yet cold? 
Twas bravely done. — Go, haſte, before the Throne; 
Phraortes ſhall reward thee for this ſervice. 
Of. When I ſhall ſtand before that awful pre- 
© lence | x 
' How ſhall I ſtem the torrent of his wrath ! 
Then let the Queen inſtill ſoft mercy in him, 
And intercede to ſpare a wretched wife. 
Aſtar. Make known thy crime. 
Cyl. All my offence is love. 
Sophernes is my husband. 
Afar. Haſt thou kill'd him? 
we'd No. I dar'd diſobey. My love has ſav'd 
Im. : . 


With lying ſpeeches I deceiv'd the King, 


Ac- 
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Accus d Sophernes of imagin'd crimes 
And thus have giv'n him life. My veil conceal'd 

him, | | 
And brought him forth from death. (This is my 
uilt. | 
If e' er your heart has felt the tender paſſion, 
You will forgive this juſt, this pious fraud. 
Who would not do the ſame for him ſhe loves? 
Conſult thy heart; and Pity will plead for me. 
Aftar. How dar'd you contradict the King's com- 


mand? 
Cyl. No power on earth commands the heart bur 
Love, | . 


| [ Riſes. 
And I obey'd my heart. 
Afar. Thy lite is forfeit. fa 4; 
Dar'ſt thou avow thy crime? 
Cyl. I glory in it. 
If *tis a crime when innocence is wrong'd 
To ſnatch it from the rage of credulous Power; 
If *ris'a crime to ſuccour the diſtreſt; 
If *tis a crime to relieve injur'd virtue; 
If 'tis a crime to be a faithful wife; 
Thoſe crimes are mine. For I have ſav'd my husband. 
Aar. Is this an anſwer turn'd to move com- 
paſſion! * | 
Such inſolence is only match'd in him. 
Thine is the moſt conſummate pitch of treaſon. 
Who gave thee power? Are traytors at thy mercy ? 
Let not hope flatter thee. Nor prayers nor tears 
Shall turn away the ſword of jullice from thee. 
Raſh woman, know, thy life ſhall pay his ranſom. 
Cyl. Alas! my life is of too little price; 
Such as it is, I freely give it for him. 
May ſafety guard his days, aud watch his nights! 
| | f Kneeling, 
May ev'ry ſun riſe happier than the laſt, 
Till he ſhall reaſcend his native throne ! 
Then think upon Cylene. Heaven ſhall aid thee 
E 4 To 
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To puniſh Media for thy murder'd wife. 
Afar. Araxes. Seize this bold preſumptuous wo- 
man. f i a : : | 

Your charge beneath her veil is fled from juſtice, 

And ſhe dares own the crime, I fear your duty 

Will be ſuſpe&ted. Lead her to the dungeon. 

There wait thy fate, | 
Cyl. Ye Gods, preſerve Sophernes. | 

[She is lock d into the dungeon. 
SCENE XI 

| Aſtarbe. Araxes. 

Afar. If I had wer, this inſtant ſhe ſhould die. 
Ara. I fear the King will ſoften into mercy, 
Aſtar. Why that ſuſpicion? 


Ara. While ſhe ſpoke before him, 75 
I ſaw the King with the moſt fond attention 


Hang on her words, and as ſhe ſpoke he languiſh'd, 


And ev'ry look he gave was love or pity. 
Afar. She ſhall not live an hour. Leſt with each 
moment | 5 | 


His paſſion ſtrengthen, and my power diminiſh, 


Did beauty ſtrike all hearts as well as eyes, 
For me the rival world would be in arms; 
Beauty's admir'd and prais'd, not always lov'd. 
Some eyes are dazled with too ſtrong a luſtre, 
That gaze with pleaſure on a fainter object; 
This homely captive then may ſteal his heart, 
And bring diſgrace upon me. I'll prevent her. 
This hour I'll ſee her bleed, and thus remove 
At once the rival of my throne and love. 


Ezd of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT-Y.-SCENEL 


A TEMPLE. 
Aſtarbe. 


I D knows, —— and I am in her power. 


Araxes was employ' d; he may ſuſpect me. 
One crime ſupports, another I mult on. 
I fear them both: How ſhall I loſe my fear? 
Their deaths muſt end it. But they may be honeſt. 
PI! fift them — for my Soul has loſt all reſt. 
But ſee Doraſpe. | 


SCENE I. 
Aſtarbe. Doraſpe. 


Thou ſometimes wert known 

To miſs Devotion's hours. How comes it then 

Thou rt * ſo ſoon? haſt thou ought that concerns 
me 


Think'ſt thou Araxes honeſt? I have doubts. 


I fear the priſoner ſcap'd by his connivance. 
Are my commands obey'd? 

Dor. Tis not yet done. 
He could not gain admiſſion to the King. 

Af Docs he not know a frown of mine can cruſh 
him; | 

Dor. I know his heart and hand are wholy yours. 
He waits the King's commands. | 1 

A. 
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Aft. Are mine then nothing? 
And want I power to juſtify the deed? 
Why was ſhe not diſpatch'd? He knew my pleaſure. 
My pleaſure is his duty. Twas I rais'd him; 
And dares he now diſpute what I ordain? 
Tell him, I'll have it done; that I command it. 
Thou too art falſe. Then on her ſelf alone 
Aſarbe ſhall depend. Away, thou flatterer. 
Go hence, and tremble at the Queen's diſpleaſure. 
She ſhall this inſtant die. For ſee Phraortes. 
Afarbe now has all things at her nod. 
Of this day's worſhip Fl appoint the victim. 


— —— — — — — — 
SCENE III. 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. A ſolemn Proceſſion of 
Prieſts. 


[ The Queen talks apart to Phraortes. 
Phra. Bid them ſuſpend a while the ſacrifice, 
The Queen requires a private conference 
On matters that concern the ſtate. Withdraw. 


[Ex. Priefls. 


Now ſpeak, my Queen; I'm ready to obey. 
AP. All is not ſafe. Your ſtate ſtill harbours treaſon. 
Ev'n now I tremble for my Lord the King; 
For through the dark the traytor's arrow flies ; 
And which way will you turn your ſhield againft it? 
Phra. What means my Queen? 1 + 
Aft. Caſt off all clemency ; 
So ſhall your throne ſtand firm to lateſt time. 
Phra. And has my danger giv'n Aſtarbe fear? 
Where ſhall I find reward for ſo much goodneſs? 
] ſwear by ove, and yon wide ſapphire Heaven, 
Aftarbe's will ſhall fix the King's decree. 
Afi. What ſhall be done to him, whoſe lying lips 
Miſ-lead the King from the ſtrait paths of juſtice? 


Phra. 
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Phra. Media decrees that death ſhall be his portion. 
Aſt. What is ordain'd for him, who (when the 
Kin . 
Entruſts The royal ſignet in his hands) 
Dares — the ſacred mandate? 
Phra. Death. 

A. What ſhall our laws inflict on that bold miſ- 
creant, | 
Who faves th' offender whom the King condemns? - 

Phra. The fatal ſentence falls upon his head. 
Aft. Let juſtice then ſupport the throne of Media, 
Let juſtice then preſerve thy ſacred life! 
All theſe offences are that captive woman's, 
Who with feign'd tears beg'd pity and revenge. 
With lying lips ſhe fell betore the. throne, ; 
She turn'd the King from the ſtrait paths of juſtice, 
The royal ſeal was truſted in her hands 
Preſumptuouſly ſhe broke the ſacred mandate 
She ſpar'd whom you condemn'd, and with vile trea- 
che c | 
Hath er Sopherwes free. So this aſſaſſin 
Shall kindle new rebellions in your Empire. 
7. Theſe flagrant crimes demand immediate 
cath. | 
Aft. Let it be ſo. The King is wiſe and juſt. 
Phra. She ſhall this inſtant bleed. Audacious wo» 
man! . 
Af. Let her endure the ſhameful pomp of death, 
Expoſe her through the city's publick ſtreet, 
So ſhall your people's ſhouts extol your juſtice, 
So ſhall-you ſtrike your enemies with fear, 
And awe them to ſabjeckion. Bring her forth; 
Here let her bleed, ev'n on this holy ground, 
Before the preſence; Fove delights in juſtice, 
The righteous ſacrifice ſhall pleaſe the Gods. 


\ 


\ 


SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 


Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Orbaſtus. Magi. 
Attendau ts. | 


4 vu Come from the croud, Orbafius; hear and 
obey. | 

Haſte 0 e Priſon, and bring forth that woman 

(Who freed Sophernes from the hand of power) 

To publick juſtice. She ſhall bleed before me. 

Let her be led a publick ſpectacle. 

Diſparch. Remember that the King expects you. 


—— __— * — ** _ 


 SCENE'V. 
Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Magi. Attendants. 
'T he ſhield of Heaven has turn'd Deſtruction from 


us; 
And Gratitude requires our thanks and praiſe. 
Call up the Prieſts. Begin the ſacred rites. 
1f Mag. Turn all your eyes to yon bright arch of 
heed! - _- a | 
24 Mag. When, Jove in thunder threatens impious 
men, | 
May the red lightnings ſcatter Media's foes, 
And lay their cities deſolate and waſte ! 
. Tf Mag. May the vaſt globe of inexhauſted light, 
That rolls its living fires from eaſt to weſt, 
Strow all his paths with fragrant herbs and flowers, 
And bleſs his people with perpetual ſpring ! | 
2d Mag. May the bright lamp of night, the ſilver 
moon, 


And all the ſtarry myriad that attend her, 
a Guard 
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Guard and defend his midnight couch from dangers! 
1 Mag. May everliving ſprings ſupply our toun- 
tains, | | 
And wind in fertile rivers through the land! 
2d Mag. Bleſs bim, ye winds, with ever-proſp'rous 
pales! 412 
1/ — Pour not your wrath in tempeſts on his 
people. EE | 4. | 
Let Lone, ſweet breath chaſe dearth and peſtilence, 
And cool our ſummers with eternal health ! 2.54 


{ 1 K 


SCENE VL. 


Phraortes. Aſtarbe. Magi. Orbaſius. Atten- 
dants. Cylene as led to execution. 


[Orbaſtus talks apart to the King. 
Phra. Again we muſt defer the ſolemn worſhip. ' 
Bid the proceſſion move towards the Temple. 
And let th' offender ſtand before the preſence. 
[To Orb. 
' Aﬀar. Sophernes has expos'd me to this woman; 
And while ſhe lives, I live in fear and ſhame. 
Shall ſhe then triumph in a Queen's diſgrace? [ {fde. 
Cyl. Moſt gracious King, conſider my tranſgreſ- 
ſion. | | | { Kneels. 
My life is forfeit; juſtice has condemn'd me. 
I broke th' inviolable laws of Media. 
Yet let Phraortes with impartial ſcale | 
Weigh my offence; he'll find my crime was virtue. 
Sure Heaven that trys the heart will pardon me. 
And Kings, who imitate the Gods in juſtice, 

Should not forſake them in the paths of mercy. 
Phra. Have not thy lying lips deceiv'd the King? 
How ſhall thy words find Riek! They're air, they're 

nothing! 
Cyl. O be not raſh in judgment! Hear me — 
al 


14 
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What mov'd my tongue to practiſe this deceit? 
Was it ambition and the luſt of power? 

Was it to vex your empire with rebellion? 

Was it the meaner views of ſordid gain? 

Was it to burt the loweſt of your people? 

All my offence is faithful love and duty; 
Sopbernes is my husband, and I ſav'd him. 

Phra. Thy husband! g 

Mar. Hear her not: woman, away. 


Remember you have ſworn. 
Phra. Thy husband, ſay'ſt thou? 


- Afar. Think on your oath, and ſpurn diſſimula- 


tion. "Ta 
Pbra. Am I debarr'd the chief delight of Kings? 
Have I the power to puniſh ; not to pardon ? 
But I have ſworn. | 
Cyl. If there's no room for mercy [ Riſes. 
My life is well beſtow'd. My death is glorious ; 
I chole it; and repine not at my fate. 72 
1 Turn from her. Liſten not to fraud and 
uile. | | | 
_ Cyl. Think not I ſhudder at th' approach of death, 
That the keen ſword which glitters in my eyes 
Makes my heart fail, and ſinks me to deſpair. 
I fear not for my (elf; for him I fear, 
How will he bear my death?—As I could his. 
Phra. Why have 1 bound the tender hands of 
mercy ? | [ Muſing. 
Aar. You but delay. The royal oath is ſacred. 
Cyl. Well then. Lead on. His puniſhment is 
mine. 
Live, live, Sophernes, and forget Cylene; 


Leſt grief deſtroy thy peace, and make thee wretched. 


Fm ready. 
Phra. How ſhall I pronounce the ſentence ! 
Aſtar. For your oath's ſake. 
Phra. *Tis granted. Let her dye. 
But let me firſt perform my due devotions, * 
0 
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To beg that mercy. which I muſt refuſe. e 
As ſoon as I have paid my ſolemn vows, 


I'll make the ſign. Then let the blow be given. 
See all be ready. Now renew the rites. 


"IT i. 


SCENE VI. 
The Aforeſaid. Hydarnes di/znis'd. 


Hyd. Thus far I'm undiſcover'd. —Now's my time. 
The King of Media's given into my hands. 
And when he leaves his guards to truſt the 
Ev'n while he proſtrate falls, and lifts his eyes 
To the bright God of day, th' all- ſeeing ſun; 
This ſhall diſparch him firſt, and then Hydarnes. 
1/4 Mag. Now let the King advance. 
Phra. O glorious Sun! | Aneeling. 
[ Hydarnes attempting to flab Phraortes, is fab d by 
| Sophernes diſguis'd, who is ſeiz'd by the Magi. 
What means this conſternation in all eyes? . 
Whence this alarm, and all this wild diſorder ? 
Hah! who lies here thus weltring in his blood, 
| Gaſping for life? what means this horrid murder? 
Strike not till I command. [ To be Executioner.] Who 
did this deed? | 
1/ Mag. Behold the man. What bounty can 
reward him? | 
What ſhall be done for him who ſav'd the King? 
Phra. Say who, and whence thou art? 
Soph. A wretched man 
Who comes to take his ſentence on him, death. 
Sophernes was condemn'd; 'tis he muſt ſuffer. 
Spare then that pattern of heroic virtue. 
The ſentence is not bers; I claim my right. 
Sophernes ſtands before you, and demands it. 
| | [ Throws off bis diſguiſe. 


6 C91. 


Fear chills my heart, — 
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Cyl. O ſtay not for the ſignal. Give the blow. 
Save him, * 8 is ey nei delay'd?' 
The Hug as ſworn. O may my death preſerve him 

uſpend her ſentence ei my further orders. 
* 2 man? what moy'd thee to the mur- 
Why haſt thou ſtain'd this holy place with blood? 

Soph. That villain who lies groveling there before 

- thee 
Had rais'd his arm to take thy life, O King; 

Ang as the point deſcended, in the moment 
2 d him low and Heay'n has done me juſtice. - 
your ſhall reward me for this deed, 
8042 my Cylene, grant her yaur protection. 
1 ask not life, for without her tis nothing. 


Aſtar. Where will this Sg Hoy are my ſchemes 
deſtroy'd! 


ies heavy on me. 
Leave me not, Hell; deſert not now thy cauſe. 
I've gone too far. O blind the eyes of juſtice! _ 
And fink me not in ruin and perdition. DAſide. 
Phra. ; Know you this b Fn View him 
well. 
Hyd. Ay, gaze upon me. | 
Orba. Sure I've this man. 


Sopb. 7 the crowd 1 mark'd this perjur'd 


wretch, 
Who charg'd me with ingratitude and treaſon. 
With fury in his looks, and haſty ftrides 
He ſtept before me; ſtrait he rais'd his dagger: 1 
juſtice to my ſelf and thee, I ſmore him. 
Aſtar. Where ſhall I hide me? how my fears di- 
ſtract me! 
Who knows the torment of the quilry wretch, * 
When accuſation ſtares him in the face? | 
Then all our ſpirits fink into deſpair, + 
And when we want moſt ſtrength, then moſt i it fails 
us. . 
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Ie ſpeaks, and I'm betray'd. Why err'd the dagger 
1! To bring confuſion, mah and death upon 2 
| Where ſhall I ly? -- for conſcience will detect me, 
r= To ill faulter on my tongue, and ſtain my cheek. 

I © horror! O diſgrace! I fly from ſhame. ¶ Exit. 


—— 


SCENE VII. 


Phraortes. Cylene. Sophernes. Magi. Orba- 
ſius. Araxes. Executioner. Attendants. 


| Sopb. 'T'was I that gave thee death. 
_ Hud. Thou haſt done juſtice. 
Phra. What ſayeſt . ſpeak again. 
Hyd. He has done juice. | 


I barb'rouſly accus'd him of my crimes — 
That guilt upbraids me; and I ask forgiveneſs. 6 

. * 0 Soph. 

mn Phra. Whence art thou? — why this zealous ra 


againſt me? | 
Hyd. I grieve not that I perifh'd by his hand; 
But that he diſappointed my Revenge 
d 1 can't forgive him. Had he ſtay'd till then, 
Hydarnes had faln greatly. But that's paſt. 
Still I ſhall wound thee in the tendereſt part. 
To Phraortes. 


7 
„ - 


x 
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I faint. O grant me ſtrength to give it utterance ! 
Draw near, Araxes. Speak, inform the King; 
i» Did nor you guide me to the Queen's apartment? ; 
| You know why I was call'd-. Diſcloſe the ſecret. | 
Ara. What paſt I know not. ; : i 
Hyd. What you fear to own, | 
I dare reveal. Hear then a dying man. | 
ls The Queen, on promiſe of my life and pardon, =_ 
Prevail'd upon me to accuſe this Prince; | 
le I knew him not. Yet to _ thy life, 


And 
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And-gratity revenge 1 undertook it. 4.1 4 
Phra: kt is impoſſible. Advance, 5 Queen, 
And let thy preſence ftrike him with confufion. 


Come forth, {ferbe. Hah! ſhe's fled, 45 


5 guilty 
Haſs, brin lg her back. I will extort coufeſfion. 


What mov id her to this perjor'd information? : 
[ Ex. Officers, 
Whence ſprung this hate and matice to Sopbernes ? 


. [70 Hydarnes. 
Hyd. Ask her. I ſpeak the truth, and know no 
farther. 
Look on me, Tyrant, and obſerve my . 
Seeſt thou not here the lines of brave Lyſamnes ? 
He by thy power was led to ſhameful death, 
His ſon now *, and ** reveng d him. 


1 hes. 


\ 


SCENE Ix. 


Phragrres. Aſtarbe brought in by Officers y- 
lene. Sophernes. Magi. Attendants. f 


Af. Bring me before the King. 
Phra. Perfidious woman! 
Look on that wretch, who there lyes pale and cold; 
Was he not brou kr in private to your chamber? 
Who gave inſtructions to accuſe . ? 
Who promis'd life. and pardon, to Hydarnes ? 
Af. All then is loſt. | Aftarbe is betray'd. 
But ſhall I ſtoop to lead a life of ſhame? 
No. This ſhall cloſe a ſcene of long remorſe. 


[ Stabs her ſelf. 
Phra. Aharbe! bold! 1 
Aſt. Forgive me! | [Dyes. 
Phra, Her foul treachery | | 
My ſoul deteſts. Bur loye will force a tear. 


What 


- rw lard — 
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What mov'd her hatred thus againſt your life? 
we Soph. She was unhappy. Let her be forgot, i 
Phra. Draw near, Cylene. May heav'n bleſs your 
he's 8 loves? [ Gives be, to Sophernes. © 
Cyl. Shall he then live? My heart o'erflows with 


oy. 
Now l worth accepting, worth deſiring, 
Worth ev'ry wiſh, and ev'ry daily prayer. 
Phra. By you the royal veſtment ſhall be worn, 
nes And next the King, all honour ſhall be paid 
no To you who ſav'd him. [ To Sophernes, 
Soph. What I did was due. 

I've only paid a debt of gratitude; 

What would your bounty more? — you've giv'n 

me all. | 

For in theſe arms I ev'ry with poſſeſs. 

yes. _— Life is a voyage, and we with pain and la- 
ur 

— | Muſt weather many a ſtorm to reach the port. 

Soph. Since *tis not giv'n to mortals to diſcern 
Their real good and ill; let men learn patience: 
Let us the toils of adverſe fate ſuſtain, 

„For through that rugged road our hopes we gain. 
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